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Enter Tutelar d Duke of Gloucester ,folm. 

OW isthe winter of difeontent, 

Made glorious fommer by this Sonne of Torkei 
And allthe cloudes that lowr’d vpon our houfe. 
In the deepe bofomeofthe Ocean buried. 

Now are ourbrowes bound with victorious wreathes, 

Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our Herne alarums chang’d to merrie meetings, 
Ourdre'adfull marchesto delightfullpleafures. 
Grim*vifagde war, bath fmoothd his wrinckled front, 

And now in Head of mounting barbed fteedes, 

T o fright the foules of fearefull ad uerfaries, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber. 

To thelafciuious pleafing ofaloue. 

But I that am not fliarpe offportiue trickes, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking Glalfe: 

I that am rudely ftampt, and want loues Maieftic, 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

I that amcurtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated of feature by dillembling Nature, 

Deform’d, vnfini(ht,fent before my time 
Into this breathing world halfe made vp, 

And that fo lamely and vnfafliionable. 

That dogs barkeat me as I halt by them.- 
Why I in this weake piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to paile away the time, 

V nlelle tofpie my lhadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mineowne deformities 
And therefore fince I cannot prouea louer, 

To entertaine thefe faire well fpoken daies, 

I am determined to proue a villaine. 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe daies; 

Irlots haue I laid, inductions dangerous, 

Ai By 
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TheTragedie 

By drunken prophefies,libel$and dreames. 

To fet my brother Clarence and the King, 

Jn deadly hate the one againft the other,- 
And if King Edwardbeas true and iuft 
As I am fubtile, falfe and trecherous : 

This day (hould Clarence clofely be mewfd vp, 

About a Propheiie which (ayes that G. 

Of Edwards hcires the murtherer (hall be. 

Diue thoughts dovvne to my (oule, Enter Clarence with 

Hcci e Clarence comes, a Grard of, men, 

Brother,good daies,what meanes this armed guard 
That waits vpon your graccf 
Cla. His Maieftte tendering my perfons fafetie hath ap- 
•This condud to conuey me to the Tower, (pointed 

Glo. Vpon what caufe? 

Cla. Becaufe my name is (feorge, 

Glo. Alacke my Lord,that fault is noneofyours. 

He (hould for that commit your good fathers: 

O belike his maieftie hath fome intent 
T hat you lhall be new chrittened intheTower, 

But what is the matter Clarence, may I know? 

Qa. Yea. Richard when I doe know, for I protett 
As yet I doe not, but as I can learne. 

He hearkens afterprophefiesand dreames, 

And from the crolte-row pluckes the letter G: 

And fayes awi 2 ard told him that by G, 

His illuedifinherited (hould be, 

And for my name of Cjeorge begins with G, 

Itfollowes in his thought that! am he; 

Thefe as I learne, and fuchdtke toyes as the(e, 

Haue moued his HighnelTe to commitme now-. 

Glo, Why this it is when mcnareruldeby women, 

Tis not the King that (endsyou tothe Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis (he 
That tempts himto this extreamitie.- 
Was it not (he and that good man of worfhip 
^Anthony Woodnile her broth er there. 

That made him fendLord Hafiings to the Tower, 

From whence this prefent day he is deliuered ? 

Wears not Cafe0arme,we art notfafe. 



Ob 



- f0^gf0SSS^B0SSSSBS^BO^ ® 

of Richard the Third. 

ria By heauen 1 thinke there is no man fecar’d 
Bur the Queenes kindred, and night -walking Heralds, 

That trudge betwixt the King and bAi&xtfcShcare: 

Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Hafiings was to her for his deliuerie? 

Glo, Humble complayning to her Deitie, 

Got my Lord Chamberlainc his libertic, 
llctellyou what, I thinke it is our way, 

If we will keepein fauour with the King, 

To be her men, and wcare her liueric. 

The iealous ore-worne widdow and her fclfe. 

Since that our brother dubd them Gentlewomen, 

Are rmghtiegoflips in this Monarchy. 

Bro, I befeech your graces both to pardon me ? 

His male (lie hath ttraightly giuen in charge. 

That no man fliall haue priuate conference, 

Ofwhat degree foeuer with his brother. 

Glo, Euen fo& pleafeyourworlhip Brekenbnry, 

You may partake of any thing we fay: 

Wefpeakeno treafon man,wefay the King 
Is wife and vertuous, and his noble Qyeene 
Well ftrooke in yeares, faire and not iealous, 

Wefay that Shores wife hath a prettie foote, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a palling pleating tongue: 

And that the Queenes kindred arc made gentle folkes.* 

How fay youfir,can you deny all this ? 

Bro, With this (my Lord) my felfc haue nought to do. 
glo. Naught to do with Miftretfe Shore , I tell thee fellow. 
He that doth naughtwith her, excepting one, 

Were bed he do it fecretly alone, 

Bro. What one my Lord? 

Glo , Her husband knaue,wouldft thou betray me? 

Bro. I befeech your Graceto pardon me, and withall for- 
lorn conference with the noble Duke. (beare 

Cla. We know thy charge Brokenbury >and will obey. 

Glo' We are the Queenes /tfbieds and mu ft obey. 

Brother farewell, I will vnto the King, 

^nd whatfoeueryou williniploy me in, 

Were it to call ICi n g T diva rds \viddow fitter. 



Iyyitt 
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TheTtagedie 

I will performed to infranchife you, 

Mcanetime this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 

T ouches-me deeper then you can imagine* 

Cla. 1 know it pleafeth neither ofvs well. 

Cjlo. W ell,your imprilonment fliall not be long, 

I will deliuer you, or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 

Cla . 1 mutt perforce,farewell. Exit (f la. 

Gio . Go tread the path, that thou lhalt nere returnc. 
Simple pla'ne Clarence , 1 do loue thee fo, 
Thatlvulilhortly fendthyfouleto hcauen, 
if heauen Will take the prefent at our hands: 

But v\ho comes heere,the new deliuered Haftingsl 
Enter Lord Haftings. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine : 
Well are you welcome to this openairc, 

How hath your Lordfhip brookt imprifonment? 

Haft* With patiencefnoble Lord.)as prifoners muft: 

But I IhallliuemyLord to giue them thanks, 

T hat were the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt,ahdfo fhall Clarence too, 

For they that were your enemies, are his, 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittiethat theEagle lhould be mewed, 
While Kites and Buzzards prey at libertie. 

Glo. What newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home : 

The King is hckly,weake and melancholy. 

And his Phifitions fearehim mightily. 

Glo. Now by St. Paul this neewes is bad indeed. 

Oh he hath kept an euill dietlong, 

And ouermuchconfumed his Roy all perfon, 

Tis very grieuous to bethoughtvpon, 

What,is he in his beds’ 

Haft. He is. , 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. Exit Haft- 

He cannot liue 1 hope,and muft not die 
Till George be packt with poll horfe vp to heauen, 
lie in to vrge his hatred more to (ftlmncc, 



i mercy, 



Exit. 



of Richard the Third, 

With lyes well fteeld with weightic arguments, 

And if I fade not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence bath not another day to hue •• 

Which done, God take King Edvard to his 
And leaue the world for me to bulled in: 

For then lie marry ff'anrkks yongeft daughter. 

What though 1 kild her husband and her father, 

The readieft way to make the wench amends. 

Is tobecome her husband and her father: 

The which will I,not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecret clofe intent. 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to Market: 

; Clarence ftill breathes ,Sdmrd ftillliues and raignes, 

When they arc gone, then muft 1 count my gaines. 

Enter Lady Amejmtb the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady Anne. Set downe,fet downe your honorable Lord, 
If honor may be (hrowded in a hearfe, 

Whileft la while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lancafter. 

Popre key-cold figure of a holy King, 

Pale alhes of the houfeof Lancafter, 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 

Be it lawfull that 1 inuocate thy Ghoft, 

To heare the lamentations ofpoorec^w. 

Wife to thy Mdrvardflp thy flaughtered fonne, 

Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefe holes : 
Loe,in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I poure the helpelelTe blame of my poore eyes. 

Curft be the hand that made the fatall holes, 

Cur ft be the heart, that had the heart to do it, 

More direfull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched.by the death of thee : 

T hen I can wifh to Adders, Spiders, T oads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that hues.- 
If eucr he hauechild, abortiue be if, 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light: 

Whole vgly and vnnaturall afped 
May fright the hopefull mother at the view. 
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TheTragedie 

If euer-he haue wife, let her be mad; 

As miferable by the death ofhim. 

As I am made by my poorcLord and t-hee. 

Come now towards Chertleyviith your holy load 
Taken from 'Tattles to be interred there: 

And ftillasyouarea wearie ofthe.waight. 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries covtk* 

Enter Glojler . 

Cf/o.StAy you that beare thecoarfe,andfet it downe, 

La. What blacke Magitian coniures vp this fiend 
T o ftop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Gio, Vilfaine,fetdowne the coarfe,or by SuPanl, 

11c make acoarfe ofhim thatdifobeyes. 

Gen. Stand backe and let the Coffin paffie. 

Gio. Vnmanner’d dog, (land thou when 1 command, 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft, 

Or by Saint 7'<Wjle ftrike fhee to my foote, 

And fpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

La. What do you tremble,are you ali afraid? 

Alas, 1 blame you not for you are mortal!. 

And mortall eyes cannot endure the diuelL 
Auant thou fearefuli minifter of hell. 

Thou hadft but power oucr his mortall bodie. 

His foule thou can A not haue,therefore be gone* 

Gio. Sweet Saint for charitie,be not l'o curft. 

La. Foule diuelffor Gods fake hence & trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the happie earth thy hell: 

Fil’d it'with curfing.cries and deepe exdaimes. 

If thou delight, to view thy hainous deeds. 

Behold this pacterne of thy butcheries, 

Gh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afreffi, 
Blufli,bulfli,thoulumpe of foule deformitie, 

For ti s thy prefence that exhales this blood, 

From cold and emptie veynes where no blouddwels. 

Thy deed inhumaine and vrunaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall . 

Oh God, which this blood mad’ft,reuenge his death: 

Oh earth, which this bloud drink’ft,reucnge his death: 
Either heauen with lightning ftrikethe rourthcrer dead, 






of Richard the Third, 

Or earth gape open wide, and eatc him quieke. 

As thou didft fwallow' vp this good Kings blood, 

Which his Hel-gouernd arme hath butchered, 
gio. Lady, you know no rules of charitie, 

Which renders good fo? baiLbletfing'. forcurfcs, 

La. Villanne, thou knowft no law of God, nor man : 

No bead fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittic, 

Gio. But 1 know none,and therefore am no beaft* 

La. Oh wonderfull when deuils tell the truth. 

Gio. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafc deuine perfection of a woman, 

Ofthefefuppofed euils to giue mcleaue, 

Bycircumftancc buttoacquite myfelfe. 

La. vouchfafe defufed infection of a man. 

For thefc knowne euils, but to giue me Icaue, 

By circumftance to curfe thy cuifed felfc, 

Gio. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient leifure to excufe my felfc, > 

La, Fouler then heart can thinice thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfc, 
gio. By fuch difpaire I fliould accufe myfelfe. 

La. And by difparing (liouldft thou Hand excufdc, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft, vnworthy daughter vpon others. 

Gio. Say that 1 flew them not. 

La. Why then they ate not dead: 

But dead they are, and diueliflvflaue by thee. 

Gio. I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliuc. 

Gio. Nay, he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

, In £ oU , lc , thro «thou lycft. Queene Margrct faw 
Thy oloodly faulchion fmoaking in his blood 
The which thou once didft bend againft her breft. 

But that thy brother beate afide the poynt, 

w S- irf? P r [ ou °kcd by her flanderous tongue 
Which aide their guift vpon my guiltlelTeflioulders. 
J hou P rou °ked by thy bloodie minde, 

Didft H->n CUer S ° n ou § ht:but butcheryes. 

D*dft thou not kill ffiis King ? <Ll grant yee. 



B 



s 



La, 
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The Tragedie 

Z^.Docft graunt me hedgehog, then God graunt tattoo 
Thoumaieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentle, mild 3 and vettuous. 

GVV.The fitter forthe Kmgofheauen that hath him. 

La . He is in hcatien, where thoJlhalt newer come. 

Glo. Let him thanke me that holpe to fend him thither. 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thouvnfitforany placebuchell. 

(jlo. Yes one place elfe,ifyou will heare me name it. 

La.Some Dungeon. Glo, Your bed-chamber. 

La. Ill red betide the chamber where thou lied. 

Glo. So will irMadame,ttllllie with you. 

La. I hope fo i 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle ladie ^nne, 

T o leaue this kind incounter of our w its. 

And fall fomewbat into a flower methode ; 

Is not the caufer of the time-lefle deaths, 
OfthefePlantagcnetSjHenry and Edward, 

As blamefull as the executioner i 

La. Thcu artthecaufe,and mod accurd effedf. 

Glo. Your beautie was the caufe ofthat effedt. 

Your beauie which did haunt mein my fleepe, 
Tovndertakcthe death of all the world. 

So I might reft thathoure in your fweete bofomc. 

La. If I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thcfe nailes ihould rend that beautie fromtheir chcekcs. 

Glo. Thefe eyes could neuer indurcfweet beauties wrack, 
You (houldnot blcmiih thcmiflftood by.* 

As all the world is cheared by the Sunne> 

So I by that, it is roy day, ray life, 

Z<*.Blacke night ouerfhad thy day,and death thy life. 

C/o.Curfe not thy felfcfairecreaturc,thouart both.- 

La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel! moft vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you, 

Li. It is a quarrcll iuft and reafonable. 

To be reuenged on him tha flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husbancV 
Did.it toil elpc thee to abetter husband. 

IA 



of Richard the Third. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

glo Go too.he lines that loues you better then he could. 

Zrf.Nanichim. Glo. Plantagenct. 

La. Why what was hee ? 

Glo. The (clfefame name,but oncof better nature, 

La. Where is hce l 

(J/o.Heere. Sbccjfitteth at him. 

Why doeft thou fpit at mce? 

La. Would it were mortallpoyion for thy fake. 

Glo. Ncucr cainepoyfon from fo fweete a place. 
Z/i.Neuer hungpoyfon on a fowler toadc. 

Out of my light.thou doeft in fed. my eyes. 

C/s.Thine eyes fweete Lade haue infeded mine. 

La. Would they wereBafiliskcs to ftrike theodead. 

Glo. I would they were, that I mightdie at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death .* 

Thofc eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait teares, 
.Shamed their afped: with ftore of childifli drops, 

1 neuer fued to friends nor cnemie, 

My tongue could neuer learne fweete foothing words. 

But now thy beautie is propofdc my fee : 

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake. 
Teach not thy lips fuch fcorne,for they were made 
ror killing Lady^not for fuch contempt* 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe here I lend thee this fliarpe pointed fword, 
f pleafe to hide in this true bofomc* 

And let tne foule forth that adoreth thee * 

I laie it naked to thy deadly ftroake .* 

And humbly beg the dead) vpon my knee. 

Nay, doc not pawfe,twas I that kildyour husband 
But twas thy beauty that prouoked me .• 

Nay now difpatch,twas Ithatkild king Henry, 

m rr«, M d I will do.!,. 

B * GU. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22319) LONDON, 1622 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.5l) OctaVO 



The Tragedie 

Glo . Tufa, that was in the rage : 

Speakc it againe,and euemvith the word, 

That hand which for thy Louc did kill thy Louc, 

Shall for thy louc, kill a farre truer louc, 

To both their deaths thou (halt by accciraric. 

La. I would 1 knew thy heart, 

Glo. Tis figured in nay tongue. 

La. 1 feareme both arc falfe. 

Glo. Then neuer man was true. 

La. Well, well, putvp your fword, 

Glo. Say then my peace is made. 

La. T hat iliallyou know hereafter, 
gic But 1 faallliuein hope. 

La. All men I hope Hue fo. 

Glo. Vouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take, is not to giue. 

Glo. Looke how this ring incompaileth thy finger, 
Euen fo thy bred indofeth me poorc heart. 

Were both of them,for both ofthem are thine. 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg on fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeft confirmehts.happinelTefor euer. 

La. What is it i 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee leaue thefefaddefignes 
To him that hath more caufe to be a mourner, 

And prcfently repaire to Crosbie place, 

Where, after I haue folcmnely enterred 
At Chertfie Monafteriethis nobleKing, 

And v\ et his graue with my repentant teares, 

1 will with al expedient dutie fire you : 

For diuers vnknowne reafons,! befeech you 
Graunt me this boone. 

La. With al my heart, & much it ioyes me too, 

T o fee you are become fopenitent : 

Trefall and Bartly,goe along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

La.H\% more then you defer ue : 

But fince yottteadh me how to flatter you, 

Imagine I haue faid farewell aireadie. Exit. 



C/*,Sirs,takevpthecourfe. 

Str. Towards Ghertlie noble Lord ? 

Glo No: to white Fryers : there attend my comming. 

Was euer woman in this humour wood l Exeunt. Manet Cjlo. 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne l 
lie haue her,but I will not keepe her long. 

What Ithatkild her husband and her father. 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heatc: 

With curfes in her mouth, teares in her eyes. , 

The bleeding witnelfeofher hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confcience, and thefe barresagainftmej 
And I nothing to backe my fuite withall 
But the plaine Diuell and dilFembling lookes, 
Andyetttowin her all the world to nothing. 7 Hah . ? 

Hath ilie forgot already that braue Prince 
Edward,her Lord,Whome I fome three moncths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tcwxbury? 

Afweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitie of nature : 

Ydng,valiant,wife,and no doubt rightroyall, 

The fpacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will (heyetdebafe her eyes on me, 

Thatcropt the golden prime of this fweete Prince, 

And made her widdow to a woefull bed ! 

On me, whofe al not equals Ed wards moity. 

On me that halt, and am vnfhapen thus ? 

My Dukedomc to be a bcggerly denier, 
l doe mi flake my perfon all this while. 

V pon my life file finds, although l cannot ■> 

My fclfe, to be a maruailous proper man. 

He be at charges for a Looking-glafife, 

And entertaine fome fcorc or two of tailors 
To ftudie fafiiions to adore my body. 

Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe, 

1 will maintaine it with a little coft. 

But fir ft ile tume you fellow in his graue. 

And then rcturrtc lamenting tomyloue. 

Shine our fairefunne, till I haue bought a glafle, 

That I may fee my faaddow as I palle. Exit. 

& 3 Enter* 




The Tragedie 

Enter Gueene, Lord Towers and Gray. 

Ri. Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt his maieftie, 
W ill foone rccouer his accuftomed health. 

gray. In that you brooke it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Thcrf'orc for Gods fake entertainc good comfort. 

And chcare his grace with quickc and merry words, 

Qu. I t he were dead, what would bctideofruci 
Rt. No other harmc but loire of fuch a Lord. 

^^».The lolle of fuch a Lord includes all harmc. 

Gray. The heauens haue bleft you with a goodly ibnne. 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

St .Oh he is yong,and his minoritie 
Is putvnto thetruft of Rich. Glouccfter, 

A man that loues not mc,nor none of you. 
ib.lt isconcludcd he fhallbe Protestor ? 

< <9«.It is determined, not concluded yet. 

But to it mu ft be if the King mifearrie. Enter Ruck. Darby, 
G’r.Hcre comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Rwc.Good time ofday vnto your roy all grace. 

Dar.G od make your Maieftie ioyfull as you haue bene. 
^.Thc Counted Richmond good my Lord of Darby, 
T o your good prayers willfcarcely fay, ^mcn : 

Yet Darby, notwithftanding tlices your wife, 

An d loues not me, be you good Lord allured 
1 hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

Dar. I befeech you either not beleeuc 
The enuious llaundcrs other accufers. 

Or if the be accufcd in true report, 

Bearc with herweakenefte,which I thinkc proceeds 
From wayward ficknelle,and no grounded malice. 

Rt. Saw you thelCing to day my Lord Darby } 

Dar. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came from viliting his Maieftie. 

Qul What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
J?«<r.Madamc, good hope, his graccfpeakcs chearfully. 
Qu. God graunt him health, didyou confer with him i 
Buc. Madam we did; He defires to make attonement 
Betwixt theDukc of Gloceftcrand your brothers, 

An& betwxt them and my Lord Chambcrlaine, 

e^hd 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22319) LONDON 



ofRidhard the Third. 

And fent towarnc them ot his royall prefence. 

On Would all vv ere well, but that will neuer be. 

I&rhap P1 ndr C is a ,,hch ;g h f n. 

C/fl.They doe mewrong,and lwillnotindure it. 

Who are they that complaines vnto the King i 
That 1 forfooth am fternelouc them not : 

By wholy Vault hey loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his cares with fuch diflentious rumors : 

Becaufc Icannot flatter and fpeake faire. 

Smile in mens faccs,fmooth,deceiue and cog, 

Ducke with French.nods,and apifli courtefie, 

I muftbeheldarankerous eneroie. 

Cannot a. plainc man liuc and thinke no harme. 

But thus in fimpla truth muft beabufde 
By filken flie infinuating Iackes ? 

iii.Tohome in thisprefencefpeakesyour grace? 
<y/a.To thee that haft nor honeftie nor grace. 

When haue 1 injured thee, when donethce wrong, 
Grthee,orthcc,oranyof your faction ? 

A plague vpon you all. His royall perfon 
fWhome God preferue better then you would wifh) 
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while. 

But you mull trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Jj#. Brother of Gloceftcr,you miftake the matter : 
The King of his owne royall difpfltion. 

And not prouokt by any futer elfe, 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred. 

Which in your outward adions fhewes it felfc, 

Againft my kindred, brother, and my felfc : 

Makes him to fend, that thereby he may gather 
The grounds ofy our v\ will, and to remouc it. 

Glo.\ cannot tell, the world is grownefo bad, 

Thatwrens may prey whereEagles dare not pcarch* 
Since euery lacke became aGcntlcman 
There’s many a gentle perfon nudea Iackc. 

^sCorne, ceme,we know your meaningbrothcr Glo. 
u>u enuie mine aduanccraent and my friends, 

God graunt we neuer may haue need efyeu. 

<?/«.Meanc time, God grant that we haue need ofyou, 










TheTYagcdie. 

Our brother is imprtfoned by your mean cs. 

My fclfe difgraccd,and thcNobilitic 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions 

Are dayly giuen to eno ble thofe. 

That fcarce fome two dayes fince were worth a noble. 

gu, by him thatraifdemctothis carefull height, 
From.that contented hap which I enijyed, 

1 neuer didincenfehisMaieftie 

Againft the Duke of Clarence, but haue bcenc - 

An earned aduocate to pleadeforhim. 

My Lord, you doe me fliamefall. iniurie, 

Falfely to draw me in thefevilefulpefts. 

qlo. You may denie that you w ere not the caufe, 

Of my Lord Haflings late imprifonment. 

Rw. She may my Lord. 

Glo. She may,L. Riuers,why who knw cs not fo ? 

•She may doe more fir then denying that : 
blicmay helpeyou to many faire preferments. 

And then denie her ayding hand therein. 

And lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 

What may firce net ? flie may, yea marriemay flic. 

Riu. What marriemay rticA 
Glo. What marry may flie ? marry with a King 
A batcheler,a handfomc (tripling too, 

I wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

£Ik. My L, of Glocefter,! haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings, and your bitter Icoffcs, 

By heauen I will acquaint his Maieftic, 

With thofe groflfe taunts I often haue indured. 

1 had rather be a country feruant mayd, 

Then agreatQneene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, fcorned, and baited at, Enttr 

•Small ioy haue I in being Englands Queenc. (JMargret. 

Mar. Aw d lefned he that fmall, God 1 befeech thee, 
Thy honour,ftate,andfeateisdueto me. 

Glo. What? threatyoumewith telling theKing? 

Tell him and fpare not,Iooke whatl layd, 

I will auoch in prefence bfthc King : 

Tis time eofpeake,whcn paines arequite forgot. 

Mar t 







' 






of Etfchao _ 

g 0 Mar.Out diuel.i remember them too well, 

TlSu flcweft my husband Henry tra the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at Tcwxburie. 

Glo. Ere you were Queenc, yeaor your husband king, 

I was a pack-horfe in his greataffaircs. 

A wecderoutofhis proud aduerfaries, 

A liberall rewardcr of bis friends .• 

To royalize his blood 1 fpilt mine owne. 

^u. Mar. Yc*,iwd much better blood, then his or thine. 
gTo. I n all which time,you and your husband Gray, 
Were famous for the houfc of Lancaftcr : 

And RiucrsTo were you. Was not your husband 
I n Margarets battaile at Saint Albons llaine : 

Let me put in your mind, if yours forget. 

What you haue been ere now, and what you arc : 
Witfaall,what I haue been,and what J am. 

£ht. (Jfriar.h. murtherous villaine,and lb ft ill thou art. 
G/a.Poore Clarence did forfake his Father Warwickc, 
Yea and forfwore himfeife (which Ielu pardon.) 
JS^.yLfar.Which God reuenge. 
glo. T o fight on Edwards partie for thecrowne, 

Aw<h for his meede(pooreLord)he is mewed vp: 

1 would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards lb ft and pittifulllike mine, 

1 am too childilh foolilh for this world. 

Qu.Mtr . Hie thee to hell for fliame, and leauethe world. 
Thou Cacodatmon, there rhy kingdemeis. 

5<.My Lord ofGlocefter in thofe bufie daics. 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 

We followed then our Lord,ourlawfullKiag, 

So fliould we now,if you Ibould be our king. 

Glo. If fliould be? 1 had rather be a pedlar, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

gu.CMar.As little ioy(my Lord)as you fuppofe 
You fliould enioy,wereyou this countries kings 
little icy may you fuppofe in me. 

That I enioy, being the Queene thereof, 

Mar.AWtth ioy emoyes theQueene thereof. 

For I am flie,and altogether ioylcfle. ' 

least 
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ragcdic 

1 can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In fharing out that which you hauepildfrom me : 
Wbich'ofyou. trembles not thatlookc on me? 

If hot, that I being Queene,you bow like fubieds, 

Yet that by you depofd, you quakclike rebels : 

O gentle viilaine, doe not turncaway, 

^&.Foulev\rinkled ; v\itch, what makft thou in myftsht? 

apetition of what thou haft mard, ° 
That will i make, Before 1 let thee goe : 

A husband and a fonne thou oweft vnto me, 

And thoua kingdome,allofyoualleagence : 
Theforrowthatlhaue, by right isyours, , 

And ail the pleafures you vfurpe,ismine. 

^VwThecurfe me noble father laide on thee. 

When tboudidll crownehis warlike browes with paper. 

And with thy fcorne drevvft riuers frow his eyes. 

And themodriethermgau’ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptm the blood ofprettie.&utland : 

His curfes then from bitcerneflc of foule. 

Denounc’d againft thee, are fallen vponthee, 

A«d God, notwe, hath plagude thy bloodiedeed, 

Qt*. Soiuftjs God to right the innocent.- , 

Hafi.O fwas the fouleft deed to flay that babe. 

And the mod mercilelfe that euer was heard of. 

^.Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported, 
DarfHo man but prophecied reuengefor it. 
2?«r,Nouhumberiand then prefcnt,wept tofee it. 
£lu.Ma. What ? were you fiiarling all before 1 came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now your hatred all on me ?• 

Did Yorkes dread curfc preuaile fo much with heauen. 
That Henries death,my louely Edwards death, 

Their kingdomes Ioffe, my woefull banifbment, 

Gould all but anfwer for that peeuifh brat ? 

Can curfes pierce thecloudes,and enter heauen }■ 

Why then giuc way dull clouds to my quicke curfes; 

If not by warre, by furfet dieyour King. 

As oyr by murder, to make him a King. 

T '* ' Edward 







of Richard the Third. 

Edward thyfonne, which now is Prince of Wale*, ; 

For Edward tny fon, which was Prince ofWales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violences. 

Thy felfe a Qucenc.for me that was a Queene, 

Out liuc thy glory, like my wretched felfe : 

Long maift thou liue to waile thy childrens Ioffe, 

And lee another, as I fee thee now 
Decktin thy glorie, as thou art ftald in mine: 

Long die thy happie daies before thydearh. 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 

Die neither mother, wifomor Englands Queene, 

Riuers and Dorfet,you were ftanders by, 

A nd fo was thou Lord Haftings,when my foone 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none of you may liue your natural! age. 

But byfomevnlooktaccidcntcutoff. 

<jlo, Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag, 
^.A/. ^ndleauc outtheefftay dog/or thou (halt heare 
it heauenhaueany greeuous plague in ftore, ( me. 

Exceeding thole that I cart wifh vpon thee : 

O let them keepeft till thy finnes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee thctroubler of the poore worlds peace: 

El* "? rn \ e ®^ OR foence ftiU begnaw thyloulc, 

^ffrig!)tith«,wichaiiellorvgIydj U ej s * 

Thou <M, markt,abortjuerootinghoe» 

crA s ,it" o “' ,,ho “ d “ efled - !£c -' 

M %‘ “- Ha - 

G*. nm I«w*«iaere 7 ,f < , rl i addl()1I rf ie 

C * That 
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The Tragediwi 

Thou badft catd me allthefe bitter names. 

gu.Mar . Why ft) I did>but boke for no reply ; 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

GU.T is done by me and ends by Margaret. felfe, 

gu. Thus haue you breathed your curfe againft your 

Poore painted Queene, vame flourilh of my for- 
Why ftrewft thou fugcr on that boeled fpitler, (tunes 

Whofe deadly web infnareththee about i 
Foole.foole,thou whetft a knife to kill thy fclfc, 

Thetime will come when thou lb alt- with for me, 

To helpc thcecurfe that poifoned bunchbackt toade. 

Haft . Falfe boadin g woman jend thy frantick curfe, 

Leatt to thy harmc thou mooye our patience. 

Foule fhame vpon ydu,you haue all mou’d mine. 
Ri. Wereyou well lerud you would be taught your duty. 
£>u.jMa.io ferue me well, you all Ibould docme dutie. 
Teach meto be your Queene, and you my fubiedls : 

Oferue me well, and teach your feluesthatdiitie. - 

Dor/.Difpute not with her,fhew lunatique. A > 
Peace maifter Marquelfe,you are malapert. 
Your fire-new ftampeof honour isfcarce currant : 

O that your young nobibtie could iudge. 

What t’ were to-loofe itand be miftrablc f 

They that ftand high.haue many blafts to fhaice them, 

A\A if they fall they dafh themfeiues to peeccs. 

G/a.Good'counfell marry, learne it,lcarne it Marques. 
Z>^lttouchethyou(roy Lord)as much as me. , 
(y/< 7 .Yea,and much more,but I was borne fo high, 
Quraiery buildeth in theCsdarstop, 

^nd dallies with the winde,and fcorncs the l.unne; /' 
£u.Ma. ArA turnes thc Sunne to fhade, alas, alas, 
VVitnes my funne,nOw inthe thdde of death, 

Whofe bright outfhiningfeeames,thy cloudie wrath, 
Hath in eternall darkened foulded vp: 

Your aicrie buildeth in our aciries neaft. 

O God that feed it,doe not fuffer it: 

As it was won with blood, loftbc it lo. .. 

% iJwo^Haue done for fhame, if not for charitie. 
^.UWiVrge neither charitie nor fhame to me, 



^ ilife my fhame, 

^ b nmy tame taUliue my fo'rowes r.ge. 

^^J/^C^princcly Buckingham, lwiUliUTcthyhand, 

Z1 N or no one here, for curfes neuer paife 
The lips of them that breath them in theatre. 

Qu.Ma.We not beleeue but they afeend the skie, 
there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Looke when hefawnes, he bites,and when he » 

His venome tooth willrankle thee to death, 

Haue not doe with him, beware of him ; 

Sinne, death, and hell hauefet their markes on him. 

And all their miniflers attend on him. 

C/o.What doth fhe fay my Lord of Bucsingham . 

Buck, Nothing that Ircfped my gracious Lortf. 

Q Ma. What doeft thou fcome me for my gentle cou n- 
yfndloothd the diuell that I warne thee from l 

0 but remember this another day. 

When he fiiall fplit thy very heart with borrow, 
e^fnd fay poorc Margaret was a Propheteile : 

Liuceach of you, the fiibiedts of his hate, 

he to you, and all of you to Gods. Exit, 

Haft . My haire doth ftand on end to heare hercurics, 
ifj«./indfodoth mine,l wonder fhees atlibertie. 

Git. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

Haft A neuer did her any to my kngwlcdge, 

Gk>. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong. . 

1 was too hot to doefomebody good. 

That is too colde in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for. Clarence, he is well repaid, 

P « 



jPi 

j 
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He is frank t vp to fatting for his painer, , 

God pardon them that are the cauie of it. 

&#.^vertuousand aCriftianlikccoritHfion,' 

To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. 

gio. So do 1 euer being well aduifed^ 

For had I curft,now I had cur ft my felfe. 

Catf, Madame, his raaieftie doth call for you. 

And for yotir noble Grace.- and you my noble Lord. 
Catsby,wccome, Lords will you goewith vs, 

Ru Madame, we will attend your GtKc.BxeuntiMt.Oi, 

' Glo*l doe thee wrong, and firft began to braule, 

T.he fecret mifehiefe that 1 fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the gricueus charge of others. 

Clarence, whome I indend haue laid in darkeneftc: 
Idoebeweepetomanyfimpleguls: , 

Namely to Haftings, Darby, Buckingham, 

And fay it is the Qucene,and her allies 
That ftirrethe K.againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeue me, and withall whet me 
To be reuengedon Pviuers, Vaughan, Gray. 

But then Gghjand with a piece of feripture, 

T ell them that God bids vs to doe good for euill : 

And thus 1 cloath my naked villanie 
With old od ends,ftolnc out ofholy writ, 

-<4nd feeme a Saint, when mod I play thcDiueli. 

But foft here comes my Executioner*. Enter Executioner/. 
How now, my hardy flout refolued mates. 

Are ye not going to dcfpatch this deed i 
Exe.Wc arc my Lord, and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

G7b.lt was well thought vpon,I haue it hecrc about we, 
When you haue done, repaire to Crosbic place: 

But firs,befuddaine in the execution: * 

Withall, obdurate: doe nothearehimpleade. 

For Clarence is well fpoken,and perhaps 
May moueyour hearts to pittie if you marke him. 

JE'^.Tu(h,fearc not, my Lord we will not ftand toprate, 
Talkers are no good doers Be a {Turcd ; 

We come to vfe our hands and not our tongues, 

gk* 



ofRidhard the Third, 

(jk Your eyes drop milftones,when fooles eics drop tear* 
llikeyeu Lads, about your bufineire. Exeunt. 

Enter Clarence Urokenburj . 

Bro. Why lookes you Grace lo heauily to day ? 

Cla. Oh, 1 haue paftamifcrablenight. 

So full of vgly lights, ofgaftly dreames: 

That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 

I would notfpend another fuch a night, 

Though fwere to buy a world of happie dayes, 
Sofullofdiimall terrour was the time. 

Bra. What wasyour dreame i I long to heareyou tell it. 
C/a. , Me thought I was imbarkt for Burgundie, 

And in my company my brother Glocefter, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches, there we looked towards England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times, 

During the warres of Y orke and Lancafter, 

That had befallen v s : as we paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing ofthe Hatches, 

Me thought that Glofter.ftumbled,and in ftumbling 
Strookemefthat thought to flay him) ouer-booid 
Into the tumbling billowcs ofthe maine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what patne it was to drowne, 

What dreadful! noyfe of water in mine cares. 

What vgly fights of death within mine eyes : 

Me thought lfaw a thoufand fearefull wrack e*. 

Ten thoufand men that fifties gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of gold, great a^Bchors,heapes ofpearle, 
Ineftimablc ftones.vnvalued iewcls, 

Somelay in dead mens fculs, and inthofc holes- 
Where eyes did onceinhabite, there were crept 
As tvvere in (come of eyes, reflecting gems. 

Which wade the ftuniebottome of the deepe. 

And mockt the dead bones that lay fcattei ed by. 

Bro. Had you fuch Lifure in the time ofdcath. 

To gaze vpon the fecrcts of the deepe i 
C/*.Me thought I had : for ftillthe.enuious flood 
A.ept in aiy foule,and would not let it foorth, 
o keepc the emptic/V aft, and wandring ayre, 




ThcTrsgcdie. 

But fmothered it within my panting bulke. 

Which alrnoft burft to belch it in the Tea. 

Broki A waktyou not withthis lore agonic i 
Cltr.Q no,my drcame was lengthned after life, 

0 then began the tenipeft of my loule. 

Who pall (me thought)the melancholy flood. 

With that grim ferriman which Poets write of, 

Vnto thckingdome of perpetuall night ; 

The firft that there did grectc my ftrangcr foulc, 

Was my great father in law, renowned Warwick, 

> Who cried aloud, what feourge for periurie 
Can this darke monarchic afford falfe Clarence 
And fo he vamflit : Then came wandring by, 

A fhadow like an Angcll,in bright hairc, 

Dadled in blood, and he fqueakt out aloud, 

Clarenceis comc,falfe,flceting,periurd Clarence ? 
That ftabd me in the field by Texwburic: 

Seaze on himfuricSjtakc him to your torments. 

With that me thoughta legion of foulc fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled in mine eares, 
Juchhidious cries, that with the very noife, 

1 trembling,wakt,and for a feafon after. 

Could not beleeue but that I was in hell, 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreame. 

Brokf No marucll(my Lord)though it affrighted you 
1 promife you,l am afraid to heareyou tell it. 

CU.O Brokenburie, lhauc done thofe things, 
Which now bcarceuidenceagainft my foulc, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gcnt 3 e keeper flay by me, 

My foule is hcauie.and 1 faine would fleepe. 

Brok'l will(my Lord) God giue your grace good reft 
Sorrow breakes feafons,ahd repofing hewers 
Makes the night morning, and thenoonetide night. 
Princes haue but their tiles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inw ard toyle : 

And for vnfelt imagination, 

They often feele a world ofreftlefle cares : 

So that betwixt yoor titles, and low names, 






m 

rV ire- 



There’s 



0 p ^ jehads t j ie Third, 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 
Themurtjtcrers enter. 

In Gods name what are you, and how came you hither ? 

£xe, I would fpeake with Clarence, & I came hither on my 
Bro. Yea.areyefobriefc? (legs, 

2. Exe. O fir, it is better be£>riefe then tedious. 

Shew him our Commiffion, talke no more. He rcutdeth it, 
Bro. I anvin this commanded to deliucr 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not reafon what is meant thereby 
Becaufe Iwill be guiltlelfe ofthemeaning: 

Heere are the key es, there fits the Duke a fleepe; 
lie to his Maieftie and cerrifie his Grace, 

That thus I haue refignd my place to you. 

Ext. Do fo,it is a poynt ofvvifedornc, 

2 . What fliallwc flab him as he fleepes i 

1 . Nq, then he will fay twas donecowardly 
when lie wakes. 

2. When he wakes. 

Why foole he (hall neuer wake tillthe judgement day, 
i . Why then he will fay we ftabd him fleeping. 
a. Thevrging of that word iudgement,hath bred 
j 4 kind of remorfc in me. 
i . What art thou afraid i 

2. Not to kill him hauing a Warrant for it,butto be datnnd 
For killing him,from which no warrant can defend vs 

1. Backe to the Duke of Gloftcr, tell himfo. 

2 . 1 pray thee ftay a while,! hope my holyhumour will 

Change, twas wont to hold me butwhileone would tell.xx 

1 . How doft thou feele thy fclfe now i r m l 

2. Faith fome certaine dregs of conference are yet within 
i. Remember our rewarcFwhen the deed is done. 

2 . Zounds he dies, I had forgot the reward, 
i. Where is thy confcicnce now ! 

In the Duke of (jloflers purfc* 







%, lie 
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TheTragedie 

2. lie not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward, A man cannot ftcale. 

But it accufeth hintijhc cannot ftcale but it checks him 
He cannot lie with his neighbours wife but it detefta 
Him, it is ablulliingfliamefaft fpirit that mutinies 
In a inansbofome : it fils one fullof obftaclcs, 
Itmademconceteftoreapecceofgoldthat 1 found. 
Itbeggcrs any man that keepcsit ; ltisturndoutoFall 
Townes and Cuties for a dangerous thing, and euery 
Man that meancs toliue welLendruourstotruft , 

T o himfelfe,and to liue without it. 

i .Zoundsjit is euen now at my elbow, perfwading me 
Not to kill the Duke. 

i. Take the dcuill in thy mmde 3 and belceue him not, 

He wouldlnfinuate with thee to make thee iigh. 

i. Tut, I am ftrong in fraud, he cannot preuaile with me, 

I warrant thee, 

a. Stood like a tall fellow that refpeds his reputation, 
Come (hall we to this geare 

1. Takehimouerthccoftardwiththehiltsofmyfword, 
And then we will chop him in the Malmfey-but in the next 

2, Qh excellent deuice, make afoppeofhim. (rooraes 
i . Harke,he ftirs, (hall I ftrike ? 

a. No, firft lets reafon with him. - fia.awAketk 
Cla* Where art thou K eeper,giue me a cup of wine, j 

i. You ftiallhauewineenought,my Lo.anone. 

Cla, In Gods name, what art thou .• 
a. A man, as you are. 

Cla* But not asl am, royal), 
i .Nor you as we are, loyall, 

Cla . Thy voyce is thunder, but thy lookes are humble, 
a. My voyce is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne. 
Cla* How darkely and how deadly dooft thou fpeake ? 
Tell me,w ho are you ? wherefore corte you hither? 
^w.To.to, to. 

Cla* T o murther me i Am.l, 

Cl i.You fcarccly haue the heart to tell me fo. 

And therefore cannot haue the hearts to doc it, 

^Wherein my friends haue I oftendedyoui ^ ^ 



: 



of Richard the ihird. 

i . Offended vs you haue not, but the King. 

Cla . 1 fhall be reconciled to him againe. 
a . Neuer my Lo. therefore prepare to die. 

Cl*r,tA. re you cald forth from out a world of mea 
To flay the innocent ? what is my offence? 

Where are the euidcnce to accufe me ? 

What lawfull queft haue giuen their verdiifl vp 
Vnto the frowning'Iudge, or who pronounc d 
The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death. 

Before I be conuift by courfe of law? 

To thereaten me with death is rneft vnlawfull : 

1 charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chrifts dearc blood flied for ourgrecuousfinnes. 

That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

The deed you vndertake is damnable. 

1 . What wc will doe, we do vpon command. 

2. AndhethathathcommandcdisthcKing. 

Cla. Erroneous vallaile, the great King of Kings, 

Hath in hisTablesofhis Law commanded. 

That thou fhalt doc no murther, and wilt thou then 
Spufnc at his ediYband fulfill a mans l 
T gke heed, for he holdes vengeance in his hands, 

T o hui le vpon their heads that breake his Law. 

2. c^nd that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee, 

For falfe forfwearing and for murther too? 

Thou didft receiuc the holy Sacrament 
Tofight in quarrellofthehoufeofLancaftcr. 

i*esfnd like a traitor to the Name of God, 

Didft breake that vow, and with thy trecherous blade 
Vnripft the bowels of thy Soueraignes fbnne, 

- 2 . Whome thou wert fwornc to cherifh'and defend, 
i . How can ft thon vrge Gods dreadfull law to vs, 

When thou haft broke it in fo dearc degree? 

Cla. Alas, for whofe fake did I that ill deed ? 

For Edward, for my brother, for his fake : 

Why firs^he fends ye not to murder me for this, 
ror m this lin he is as deepe as If 
ft God will be reuengedfor this deede, 
ake not the quarrdi from his pQwcrfuil anne* 

D * He 
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fragcdie 

He needs noindireft nor lawful! courfe. 

To cut off thofe that haue offended him, 
i , Who made thee then abloody minifter, 

When gallant fpring,braue Plantagenet, 

The Princely Nouice was ftrookc dead by thee. 

Cla. My brothers 1 ue,theDeuilI,and my rage, 
i, Thy brothers loue, thcDeuill, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

Cla . Oh, if you loue brother, hatenot me, 

3 am his brother, and I loue him well : 

If you be hirdeforneed,gocbackeagaine, 

And l will fend you to my brother Glocetier, 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for ty dings of my death. 

2 .You are deceiu’d,your brother Glocefter hates you. 

Cla. Oh no, he loues-meand he holds. me deare. 

Go you to him from me. 

Am. I fo we will. 

Cla. Tell him,when that oar Princely father Yorke, 

Blcft his three fonnes with his viftoriousaime; 

^tfnd chargd vs from hisfoule to loue each other, * 

He little thought of this diuided friendfbip. 

Bid Glocefter thinke on this,andhe will weepe. 

Am, I, milftones,as helelfoned vs to weepe. 

Cla.Q, doe not Hander him for he is kind. . 

1 , Right, as fnow in harueft.thou deceiuft thy felfe, 

Tis he that fent vs hither now to murther thee, 

Cla. It cannot be : for when I parted with him, 

He hugd me in his armes,and fwore with fobs. 

That he would labour my deliuerie. 

2 . Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 

From this worlds thraldome : to theioyes ofheauen, 
i . Make peace with God, for you muft die my Lord. 

Cla. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

Tocounfell me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy owne fowle fo blind, 

That thou wilt war with God for numbering me i 
Ah firs confider,he that fet you on 

To doe this deede, will hate you for this deed e» • 

v - 2. What 



I 

2 . What (hall we doe i 

Cla. Relent, and faue your loules. 

i . Relent, tis cowardly, and womantlh. 

Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly,fauage,and diuelilm 
My friend, I fpic fome pittie in your lookes ; 

Oh it thy eye be not a Batterer, 

Come thou on my fide and intreat for me : 

A begging Prince, what-beggerpittiesuot? . 

i.l thus, and thus; if this will not ferue. He flab shim, 

lie chop thee in the malmefey But in the next roome, 

2. A bloodie deede, and defprately performd, 

How faine like Pilate would I wafli my hand. 

Of this moft grieuous guiltie murder done, 
i. Why doeft thounothelpemc? 

I By heauen theDuke (hall know how flacke thou aTt. 

a.I wouid he knew that I hadjaued his brother. 

Take thou the fee,and tell him what Ifay, 

Fori repentme that the Duke is flaine. Exit, 

i . So do not I, goe coward as thou trt . 

I Now muft I bide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order forhisburiall: 

And when I haue my meed I muft away, 
i ' Fat this will out, and here I muft not ft ay. Exeunt, 

Enter Kmgi J^fieene, Hafirngs, Euicrs, &c. 

King. So, now 1 haue done a good dayes worke, 

Y ou peeres continue this vnited league, 

I euery day expett an Embaffagc 

From my Rcdeemer,to redeeme me hence : 

And now in peace my foule ihall part to heauen, 
Sincelbauefetmyiriendatpeaceonearth : 

| Riuers and Haftings,take each others hand, 
jb Dififemblenot your hatred, fweareyour loue. 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purgdfrom grudging hate, 
And with my hand I fcale my true hears loue, 

Ela(l, So thriue Iasi fweare the like. 

/fwg.Take heede you dally not before your Kim 
Lead he that is the fupreame King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

, Haft 
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lBc Tragedie 

Haft. So profper I, as I fwearc pcrfeft louc. 

Rift. And l,as 1 louc Haftings with my heart. 

JG».Madame,yourfelfcarc not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonneDorfet, Buckingham, noryou. 

You haue been fadious one againft the other : 

Wife, louc Lord Haftings, let him kitleyour hand, 
a^fnd what you doe,do it vnfainedly. 

j 9 «.Here Haftings, 1 will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriuc I and mine. 

ZJor.Thus enterchange of louc,l hereproteft, 

Vpon my part fliall be vnuiolable. 

Ha. An d fo fwearc I my Lord. 

Kin. Now princely Buckingham fcale thou this league, 
With thy embraccment to my wiucs allies. 

And make me happie in yourvnitie. 

Sue, When euer Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On you,or yours,butwith all dutiouslouc 
Dothcherifh you and yours, God punifli me 
With hate, in thole where 1 exped moil louc, 

When I haue moil need to imploy a friend. 

And moll allured that he is a friend, 

Deepe, hollow, trecherous, and full of guile 
Beheyntomc.Thisdoe I beggeofGod, 

When I am cold in zeale to you or yours. 

Kin, c^pleafing cordiall princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glofter here, 

To make the perfed period of this peace. 

Enter Glsccfttr, 

Buc. An&\n good time here comes the noble Duke, 

Glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Quceiicj 
And princely pecres,a happie time ofday. 

Jfr«.Happie indeed, as we haue (pent the day . 

Brother we haue done deedes of charitic : 

Made peace of enmitie, faire loue of hate, 
Betweencthefefwelling wrong inccnfedPeeres. 

Glo . A bleiled labour mod foueraigne liege, 

Amcngft this princely heapc,if any here 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife 






of Richard the Third. 
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Hold me a foe, if I vnwittingly or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any inthisprefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to me to be at enmitie. 

I hate it, and defire all good mens loue. 

Firft Madame,! intreate peace ofyou, 

Which 1 purchafe with my dutiousferujee, 

Ofyou my noble coufcn Buckingham, 

If euer any grudge were lod’gd betwdene vs. 

Ofyou my Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray ofyou, 

That all without defert haue frownd on me, 

Dukes,Earles, Lords, Gentlemen,indeed ©f all.* 

I do net know that Englilh man aliue. 

With whome my fouleis any iottc at oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne tonightt 
I thanke my God for my humilitic, 
ftltt, A holy day (hall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded! 

My foueraigne liege I Jo bcfecch you Maieftic 
T o take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

glo . Why Madame, haue 1 offred loue for this, 
Tobethusfcornde in this roy all prefence 
Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You doe him iniuric to feornc his coarfe. 

Ri, Who knowes nothe is dead ? who knowes he is? 

All feeing heauen,what a world is this ! 

Bnc.lookc I fo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft i 
Dor I my good Lord, and no one in this prefence,' 

But his redcolour hath forfooke his eheekes. 

Kin. Is Clarence dead . ? the orderwas reuerfK 
Glo. But hefpoore ioule)by your fir ft order dide. 

And that a winged .Mercury did bcare, 

Sometardie criple bore thecountermaund. 

That came too lagge to feehim buried : 

God graunt that fiome leile noble, and iclfe loyally 
Neercr in bloody thoughts, but not in blood : 

Deferue not worfethen wretched Clarence did, 

And yct goe currant from fufpition. Enter Darbu* 

' 2X<r*. 
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ragedie. 

Bar, A boone (nay foueraigne) for my ferufce done, 
Km 1 pray thee peace,my loule is toll of forow, 

Dar,\ will not rife vnleMeyour highneflfcgraunt, 

Kin. Then fpeake at once, what it is thou demaundeft > 
Bar. The forfeit (foueraigne) of my feruants life. 
Who flew today a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolkc. 

Km Haue 1 a tongue to doome my brothers death, 
^?nd lliall the lame giue pardon to a flaue ; 

My brothen flew no man, his fault was thought, v 
And yet hispuniflimen was cruel! death. 

Whofued to me for him i who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my f eete and bad me be aduifde * 

Who fpake of brother- hood > who of loue i 
Who told me how thepoorefouledidforlake 
• The mightie warwicke,and did fight for me 4 
WhotoJdmein the field byTewxburic, 

When Oxford had me downe,herefcued me, 

^fndfaid, deare brother, liue and be aKing i 
Who told me when we both lay in thefield, 

Frozen almoft to death,how he did lappeme, 

Euen in hisowne armes, and gaue himfelfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutifti wrath 
Sinfully pluekt,and not a man of you 
Had fo nftich grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your way ting vaflTailes 
Haue done a drunken flaughter,and defac’d 
The precious Image of our deare Redeemer, 

You ftraight are on your knees for pardon,pardtfli, 

And I vniuflly too,muft graunt it you. 

But for my brother,not a man would fpeake. 

Nor I (vngr acious) fpeake vnto my felfe. 

For him, poore foule.- Theproudeftofyou all 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Y et none ofyou would once pleade for his life : 

Oh God,Ifearc thy iuftice will take holde 
Onme,andyou,and mine, and your for this. (Exit' 

Some Haflings,helpe me to my clofet, oh poore Clarence 

£//#» 



of Richard the Third. 

<?/o,Thi$ isthe fruit of rawneife markt you not 
How that the guiltie kindred of^he Qaeenc, 

Looks palewhen they did hearc of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

God will reuengc it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edwardwith our company. Exeunt* 
Enter Batches ofYerke with Qlarence Children* 
Bo).Tc\\ me good Granam.is our father dead l 
Dwr.No boy. ' (breaft? 

tSsy.Why do.yQM wringyour hands and beateyour 
And cric. Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne f 
Girle.why do youlookeon vs and fliake your head? 

And call vs wretches, Orphanesjcaffawaics, • h 
Ifthatournoblefather bealiue? c ’ 

7)«t.My,prittjc Cofcns, you miftake me much, 

Id© lament the fickncffe of the King i » . 

e^fslothto loofehim,now your fat hers dead.- 

It were loft labour tow cepe for one that’s loft; 

S^-Then Granam y ou conclude that he is dead. 

The King my Vncle is too blamefor this, 

God will reuenge it, whomel will importune 

With dayly prayers all to that effedf. 

But. Peace children peace,the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and fliallaw innocents, 

You cannot geife wbocaufde your fathers death. 

Toj. Granam,we can .• for my good Vncle Glocefter 
1 old me,thc King prouoked by theQueene, 

Ueuis d impeachments to imprifon him ; 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

52 k|n<ii y;'<imrchMkM, 

And bad me rehe on him as on my father, 

lid he would loue me dearely as his childe. 

Z)«. Oh that deceit fliould ftealefuch gentle Ihanes 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, ’ 

Htismyronnt.ycjandtha-emmyftOTe: .... 

Y “ “y d "S> Ik ^ no, thildcceit. 

%.^cyou m ^ nd ^ Mdifcbl%Gnilii(roj 

I cannot thinke it,harke, what npifeis thu i 
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The Tragedy 

Enter the Queene. 

Who {hall hinder me to waile and weepe, 
Tochide my fortune, and torment my felfc ? 

Ueioyne with blackc defpaire againft mylclfe, 

A nd to my feife become an enemie. 

T>ut .What meanes this feeanc of rude impatience ? 
gu/To make an ad of tragteke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branche*,nc5w the roote is withred l 
Why wither not the leauesithefap being gone * 

Ifyou wiUliue,iament: ifdte,bebriefc.- 

That ourfwift winged foules may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubjetfs, follow him 
To his new kingdomc of perpetuallreft. 

Z>«r.Ah, fomuch intereft haue 1 in thy forroy, -• 

As I had title in thy noble husband : 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death, ; 1 < h 

Ann liud by looking or his images. **' • 

But now two mirrors of his princely fcmblance, 

^re erakt in peeces by malignant deaths V vm f 

And 1 for comfort haue but one falfeglafle, 

Which greeues me when I fee my lhamein him, 

Thou art a widoy,yet thou art a mother. 

And haft the comfort of thy children lefcthee: 

But death hath fnatcht mychildren frommine armes, 
And plykt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clar?Me>0 what caufe haucl 
Then, being but motitie of my feife# 

To ouergo thy plaints and drowne theories i 
Boy. Good, Aunt,yeu weept not for our fathers death, 
How can we aideyou with our kindreds teares ? 

Cjerl.Owt father lelTe di ftrciTe was left vnmeand , 
Your widowes dolours likewife be vn wept. 

^a.Giuc me no helpe in lamentation, 

I am Botbarreti tobring forth laments. 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 

That I being gouernd by the watry moane, 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world.* 
Oh for my husband, for my heire Lo. Edward, 



[lit' 



’ Tt1 

of Richard thcThird. 

Jmbo.Oh for. our father, for our dearc Lo. 

D«t.Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. ■ ' ' 
<^^Vhtt&zyh2i&\b\itEdward i i.i\&ishegontl '■ 
Ambo.Whzt flay had we but Clarence , and is he gone ? 
c Pnt. What flay had I but they, and they are gone i 
Was ncuer widow, had fo deaf e a loftc# ! ■' 
Ambo.Wis cuerOrhpaneshada dearer lollcf 
Dwr.Was cuer mother had a dearer lofted ■ 

Alas,l am the mother of thefe moane*, 

Their woes are parccld, mine are general!; 

She for Edward wecpes,and Co do li 
I for a Clarence weepe, to doth not flic 
Thefe babes for Clarence weepe,andfod® I: 

1 for an Edward weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on me three-fould diftreft. 

Pawre all your teares,! am your forrowcsnurfe. 

And I will pamper it with lamentations. Enter giojierjehlt 
G/o.Madamc haue comfort.all of vs haue caufc others. 

To waile the dimming of our fhiningftarre : 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother,I doc cry you mercy, 

I did net fee your Grace,humbly on on my knee 
I crauc you blcfling, 

Z>»r.God blcflc thee, and put roetkeneire in thy minde, 

Laae, cnaritic, ooedienee, and true duty* ‘ 
p*. Amen,make ale die a good old man . 

Thats the butt etid of my mothers blcffins • 
f marucll why her grace didleaueit out i 

Tlf^ Y ° U i d0ud7 P » f ces,and h ear tfor rowing Pecres, 
Tli at bcare this mutual! heauie load of moane, 

Now- cheare each other, in eachothers loue ; 

Tteugh we hauefpent our harueftfortbii King, 

We aretoreape thcharueft ofhisfoone : S 

of your hi S h fwolnehearts, 
r xi a ? P^^ lte ^^ ni ^3n.dioyndtogcthcr, 

i| "Ei 6 
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The Tragedie 

6k Then be itfb.* and goe we to determine 
Who they (haU.be that Ihraight (hal port to Ludlow?- 
Madametgqd you my mother,will you go. 

To gtue yoOr cenfur,e$ in this waightic bufinetre. 

a^w/'.Vyith all on; heart*'. Exeunt, manet Glo.Buc , ^ 
Busk. My Lordjwho eueriOurneyes tothePrince, 
pot Gods fake let not v s two be behind : 

For by the way Ileiortoccafion, 

As index to the ftorie we lately talkt off, 

T 6 part the Queertesproud kindred from the King* 
Glo.Niy other felfc,my counfels confift orie, 

My Oracle, my Prophet, my dcare Cofen : 

I like a child will goe by tby,diredion : 

Towards Ludlow then,for we will not flay behmde. 
SfOertfM. Cittizjws. ; 

H.Cir. Neighbour wellmet.whither away fofaft ? 
j. Cn.\ promife y ou,l Ccarcely know my felfc. 
j. Heare you the newes abroad? • '• 

2. 1, that the King is dead. 

i. Bad newes birlady.leldoraecojcnes the better, 

I feare, I feare, twillprooue a troublcfome world. Enter m* 
Cit . Good morrow neighbours. . ther Cit. 

Doth this newes holdofgood King Edwards death ? 
i .1 1 doth, i ^ ben maiflers looke to fee a troublous world 
t.No,no,by Gods gra«c hisfonne (halkaigne. 

3., Woe to that land tbats gouernd by a childe, 

2 .In him there is a hope of government, 

That in his non»ge,cg>unfeU v ndcr him. 

And ii>his full and ripened yearesjhimfelf c, 

No doubt Ihalltherwmd till then goucrnewelL 
t .So flood the ftate when Harry the fixt 
Wascrownd at Paris, but amine moncths old. >' ♦ 

3 .Stood the ftatefo . ? no good my friend notio.. 

For then tbisland wasfamoufly enricht 
With politikegraue counfell: then the King 
1 Had vertuous Vncles t© proted his Grace. 

2. So hath this, both by the father and mother. 

3 .Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were none at all ; 
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For emulation now, who fhall be neareft, 

Which touch vs all too neare if God preuent not. 

Oh full of danger is theDuke ofGlocefter, 

And the Queenes kindred hautie and prouder 
And were they to be rulde,and not rule. 

This fickly land might folace as before. 

3 Come,come,we tcare the wor ft, all fhali be well. 

*5 .When clouds appeare,wife men put on their cloakes. 
When great leaues fall, the winter is at hand : 

When theiun fets,wbo doth not looke for night? 
Vnttmely ttormes makemenexped a dearth: 
e^U men be w ell : but if God lort it fo, 

Tia moTe then we dcferue,or 1 exped. 

1. Truly thefoules ofmenarc iullof dread : 
Yecannotaknaft rcafbn with a man 
Thatlookes not beauily and full of feare. 

3 .Before the times of change, (till is it fo : 

By a deuinc inftind mens minder miftruft 
Enfumg dangers.as by proofc we fee. 

The waters (well before a boy ftous ftorme : 

But leaue it all to God .• whither away ? 

2. We are fent f or to the luflice. 



j.Andfowas l.Ucbearcyouoompany* Exeunt. 

Enter Cat Mnal/,D fitches ofYerke,^u.yong Yorke. 

Car. Laft night 1 heard they lay at Northampton, 

At Stoni Aratford will they be to night, 

To morrow or next day they will be heere. 

*Dut. I long with aU my heart ro fee the Prince, 

1 hope he is much growne fince laft 1 faw hina. v 
j^w.But I heareno, they fay my foonne of York® 

Hath ouertanehim inhis growth* 

7 or. I mother.but I would not haueitfo. 

But. Why, my vong Coufin it is good to grow,. 
7 V.Granacn,one night as wc did lit at (upper, 

My V ncle Riuers talkt how 1 did grow 
More then my brother. I quoth my VncleGlo. 

Small hcarbshaue grace, great weeds grpw apace : 

And fince me thinkes I would not grow fo fall, 

Becaufe fweete flowers are l1ow,and\vccdes make haft. 

i; - ^ ... 
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The Tragedie 

Z)#hGood faith, good faith ; the faying did not hold, 

In him that did obied the fame; to thee ; 

He was thewretchedft thing when he wasyong, 

So long a growing and fo ieifurely, 

Thatif this were a rule, he fliould be gracious* 

Car. Why Madame, fo no doubt he is. 

Dwt.Ihope fo coo, but yet let mothers doubt. 

7>.Now by my troth it I had been remembred, 

I could haue giuen my Vncles Grace a flout, (mine, 

That ihould haue ncerer touch* his growth then he did 
■Dar.How my prettie Yorke ? I pray thee let me hcarcit. 
Tor. Marry they fay, that my V nclc grew fo faw. 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old; 

Twas full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam,this would haue beenca pritcie ieft. 

‘Dttt.l pray thee prettie Yorke,whatold thee fo? 
7tf^.Granam, hisNurfe. 

Z>«f. Why, flit was dead erethou wert borne. 

Tanlftwere not (lie, I cannot tell who told me. 

SI*. A pcrillous Boy ; go too ; you are too flircwd, 
Crfr.Good Madamebe not angry with thechild, 
^«.Pitchers haue cares. Enter Dorftt, 

Car. Here comes yourfonne,Lord Marques Dorfet, 
What newes Lord Marques.? 

Dor.Such newee.my Lord,asgrieues me to vnfold, 

£fu. How fares the Prince ? 

ZJcr.Well, Madame, and in health. 

Dut. What is the newes then f 
Dor.L ord Riuers,and Lord Gray,arcfent toPomfret, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaugham,prifoners. 

Dut. Who hath committed them ? 

Dor. The mightie Dukes, Glocefter and Buckingham. 
Car. Vox what offence ? 

Dor. The fumme of all I can, I haue difclofed t 
Why, or for what thefe Nobles were committed, 

3s all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

jftn. Ay me, I fee the downefall of our houfe, - 
The Tygcr now hath ceazd the gentle Hindc : 

Infulting tyrannie brgins to ict 






of Richard the Third, 

Vpon the innocent and lawlelfe thioane : 

Welcome deftrudion, death andmalfacre. 

IfceasinaMappetheendofall. 

Dut. Accurfed and vnquiet wranglingdaies, 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld . 

My husband loft his life to get theciowne. 

And often vp and downemy fonnes were toft, 

For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and lolTe, 

And being feated, and domeftickc broyles 
Cleane oucrblowne,themfelues the conquerours. 

Make war vpon themfelues,blood againft blood, 

Sdfe againft felfe,0 prepofterous 
And frankticcouttagcjcnd thy damned fpleene. 

Or let me die to lookeon death no more. 
^#.Come,come,my boy.we will to ■S’anduarie, 

Dut.l le goe along with you. 

Qh. You haue no caufe. 

Car. My gracious Lady, go. 

And thither bare your treafurc and your goods, 

Formy part,lle refigne vntoyour Grace, 

The Seale I kecpe,and fo betid to me, 

As well 1 tender you, and all of yours : 

Come ile conduct you to the Sanduarie. Exeunt. 

The Trumpets found. Enter young Prince jhe Duke of 

(ft loft errand Buckingham , Cardinally &c. (b er. 

Bucki Welcome IwecfePrinceto London royourcham- 
Glo. Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne; 

The weary way hath made you melancholic. 

iVi».No Vnclc,but our crotfes on the way, 

Haue made it tcdious,wearilbm,and heauie : 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me. 

G’/<?.SwectePrince, the vntainted vertue of your yeares, 
Haste not yet dined into the worlds deceit ; 

Nor more can youdiftinguifhofaman. 

Then of his outward (hew, which Godhcknowes, 
Seldomeor neueriumpeth with the heart, 

Tbofe Vncles which you want.werc dangerous. 

Your grace attended to their fiigrcd words. 

But look t not on the poyfon of their hearts; 






God 
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The Tragedie. 

God keepe you from them, and from fuch falfe friends* 
Pnw.God keepe me from falfe friends, but they were none. 
G/o.My Lord, the Maior of London comes to greeteyou, 
Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.M.God bleifeyour Gracc,with health and happie daies. 

Priw.Ithanke you good my Lo. and thanke you all, 

I thought my mother and my brother York e, 

Would long eie this haue met vs on the way : 

Fie, what a flug is Haftings that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter L.Haft. 
-ff«c£.Andin good time here comes the fweating Lord. 
Erin. Welcome my Lord, what, will our mother come ? 
Haft. On what occaiion God he knowes,not I.- 
The Queene y our mother, and your brother Yorke 
Hauetaken Sandfuarie.- The tender Prince 
Would faine come with me to mcete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce wirh-held. 

Buc. Fie, what an indirect and pctuiih courie 
Is this ofhers? Lord Cardinall.willyour Grace 
Perfwade the Queeneto fend the Duke of Yorke 
V nto his Princely brother prcfently ? 

Iflhc denie,Lord Haft ings go with them. 

And from her iealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lo.ofBuckingham,ifmy weakeoratorie 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon expedl him heere : but if flic be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God forbid 
Wefhould infringethe holy priuiledge 
Of bleifed Sandtuaric ; not for all this land. 

Would I be guiltie offo great a finne. 

Buck . You are too fencelelfe obftinate my Lord, 

T oo ceremonious and traditionall. 

Weigh it but with the greatneife of this age. 

You breake not San&uane in feazing him.- 

The benefit thereof is alwaies granted 

To thofe whofc dealings haue deferued the place, 

And thofe who haue the wit to claime the place. 

This Prineehath neither claimed it, nor deferued it, 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 

Then 
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of Richard the Third* 

Then take him from thence that is not there, 

You breake no priuiledge nor charter there* 

Oft haue I heard of Saduarie men, 

But San&uarie children neuer till now* 

Crfr.My Lord, you fliall ouer-rulemy mind for once# 
Come on Lord Haftings, will you goe with me ? 

Ha(i. I goe ray Lord. Exit. Car . & Haft . 

Pri.Good Lords make all the fpeedie haft you may* 

Say Vncle Glocefter } i{ out brother come, 

Where (hall we foiourne till our Coronation ? 

C/o. Where it thinkft beft vnto your royall fclfe ; 

If I may counfell you, fome day or two 
Your highnefte fhall repofe you at the Tower •• 

Then whereyou pleafe and fhall be thought mod fit 
For your beft health and recreation* 

Pri. I doe not like the Tower of any place * 

Did Iulius C&Jer build that place my Lord ? 

Bucki He did,my gratious Lo* begin that place. 

Which fince fucceding ages haue reedified. 

Prin.ls it vpon record, or elfe reported 
Sueefliuely from age to age he built it i 
Buckftf pon record my gracious Lord* 

/Via. But fay my Lord it were not regift red. 

Me thinkes the truth fhould liue from age to age. 

As twere retaild to all pofteritie, 

Euen to the gcnerall ending day. 

</A.So wife,fo yong,they fay do neuer liue long. 

/Vw.Whatfay you Vncle i 

Glo . I fay , without Caratflers fame liues long .• 

That like the formall vice, iniquitie, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

, Cctfar was a famous man. 

With what his valour did inrich his wit. 

His witfetdowncto make his valour liue: 

Death makes no conqueft of his conquerour, . 
for now heliues in fame,though not in life : 

C » C f?»!u V1at ^°ufen Buckingham. 

Buck What my gracious Lord > 

‘Prw. And ifl liue vntilll be a man. 
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The Tragcdic 

lie winne our ancient right in France againe. 

Or dye a fouldier as I liud a King, 
gio. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

Enter jong Torkg. Haftwgs, Cardinal. 
i?#c.Nowin good time, here comes the Duke otYorke. 
Prin, Richard of 7 orke.hovi fares our noble brother: 

Tor. Well my deare Lord ; fo muft 1 call you now. 
r Prin . I brother to our griefe.as it isyouw : 

T oo late he dide that might haue kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie. 

Gio . How fares ourcoufen noble Lo.of7c^<? ? 

Tor.l thanke you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You laid that Idle weed* are fall in growth .* 

ThePrince my brother hath ouc growne me farre, 

Glo.lAa hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore i* he idle ? 

^/o.Oh my faire couf«n,I muft not fay fo. 

Tor . Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

<?/<>. He may command me as my foueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor . I pray you Vncle giue me this dagger. 

G/o.My dagger litlccoufen,with all my heart. 

Pm .A begger brother? 

JV.Ofmy kind Vncle that I know will giue. 

And being but a toy .which is no gift to giue. 

Gio. A greater gift then that, iie giue my cofen. 

Tor, A greater gift ? O thats the fword too it. 
qto.l gentle cofen,were it light enough. 

T tt. O then I fee you will part but with light gifts. 

In weightier things youle fay a beggernay. 

Gio , It is too weightie for you grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier, 

Gio. What, would you haue my weapon little Lord ? 

Tor.l would that.I might thanke you as you call me, 

Gio. How ? Tor. Litle. 

Prin, My Lo : of Torhe will Hill be crofte in talke: 

Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

TorXou meane to beare me,notto beare with met 
V nckjiny brother moekes froth you and me, ^ 
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of Richard the Third, 

Becaufethat I anilide likean^pc. n ' 

He thinkes that you fliould beare me on yoUr moulders, 
Buc. With whata flurpeprouided wit he realons, 

S o mittigate the fcomehc giue his vncle, 
e prctely and aptly taunts himfelfe; 

So cunning and fo youngis wonderfull. 

gio. My Lo; wiltpleafcyou palfealong ? 

My felfc and my goodcoufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meet you at the T ower,and welcome you. 

Tor. What will you goe vnto the T ower my Lord 
Prin , My Lord ProtePl.r will haue it fo. 

Tor.l fhallnot fleepei n quiet at the Tower. 

Gio. Why, what fhould you fcare ? 

Tor.Maty my vncle Clarence angry ghoft r 
My Granara told mehewas murdred there, 

‘Prin, I feare no vnclcs dead. 

GVo.Nor none that liue, 1 hope. 

Prin. And ifthey liue, I hope I need not fcare. 'g 
But come my L. with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them, goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt .Prin.Tor .Haft ,‘Dorfmanet .Bifh .Buc. 
Jtec.Thinke you my Lo : t his li tie prating Yorke, 

Whas not inccnfed by his fubtile mother, 

T o taunt and fcornc you thus opprobriou fly? 

GA>.No doubt.no doubt,Oh tis a perilous boy. 

Bold, quiefce, ingenious, forward.capable, 

He is ail the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft ; come hither Catesbj , 

Thou art Iworne as deepely to effect what we intend, 
e>5s clolely to conceale what we impart, 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpon the way : 

What thinkeft thou, is itnotan eafic matter 
To make fVifttkm L. Haftings of our minde, 

For the mftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the fcate toy all of this famous He i 
Catef. He for his fathersfake fo leues the Prince, 
X^ 111 wonnecooughtagainft him. 

* ^ lait binkcftthouthenofStanJey,whatwillhe? 

F a 
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The T ragedie 

Cat, He will doe all in alias. Haf 1 
•Siw.Welljthen no more but th i 
Go gentle £'atesij&nd as it were a 
Sound Lord Haftmgs how heftands i. 

Vr.to ourpurpofoit he be willing, ; 

Encourage him, and fft'ew him all our 
lfhebeleadenjciejcoldjVnwilli 
Be ihou fo too : and! 

And giue vs notice of his inclination, 

Lor we to mourow hold deuided 
Wherein thy fclfe (halt highly be employ . 

(7/<?,Commcnd me to Lord William, tell h 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfariei 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my friends for ioy of this good i 
Giue gentle Miftris Shore^o ne gentle kilTe the 
Buck^ Good Catesbj effeft this bulineffc foundly 
fit, My good Lords both : with all the heede I may. 

Gfo Shall we heare from you Catesbj ere we fleepe i 
Cat. Y ou (hall my Lord. Exit Catesbj, 

Glo. At Crosby place, there (hall you findevsboth* 

Buck^ Now my Lord, what (hall we do,ifwcperceiue 
William Lord Haftings will not yceld to our complots ? 

(7/o.ChopofFhis head man,fome what we will do. 

And looke when I am King, claime thou ofmc 
The Earledome of Hertford and the mooueables. 
Whereof the King my brother flood poffeft, 

Awhile claime that promife at your Graces hands. 
glo. And looke to hauc it ycelded with w illingneflc. 
Comelct vsfup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our complots in fome forme. 

Enter a mejfenger to Lord Haftings. 

Mejf. What ho my Lord. 

Haft, Who knocks at the coore ? 

Me ft. A meflenger from the Lore' 

Haft. Whats a clocke ? 

JkfeJf.V pon the ftrokeoffoure. 

Haft. Cannot thy maifler fleepe the tedious nights i 
MefSo it fliould feeme by that 1 haue to fay : 
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of Richardthe Third, 

Tirfl he commends him to your noble Lordlhip. 

Haft, And then.CMeftisfnd then he fends you word, 

He dreamt to night,the Boare had caft his helme ; 

Befides he fayes, there are two counfcls held, 
that may be determined at the one. 

Which may make you and him to rew at the other, 
Therefore he fendsto know your Lordfhips plcafure 
If prelently you will take horfe with him, 

^nd with all fpeedepoft into the North, 

To (bun the danger that his foule diuincs. 

Haft. Good fellow go,returne vnto thy Lord ; 

Bid him not fearethe feparated councels : 

His Honour and my felfeare attheone, 

And at the other is my feruant Catesbj : 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs. 

Whereof I . (hall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are (hallow .wanting inftancie. 

And for his dreames, I wonder he is fo fond. 

To truft the mockerieefvnquiet (lumbers. 

To flye the Boare before theBoarepurfuc vs, 

Wereto incencethe Boare to follow vs, 

e^na make purluite where he did mcanc no chafe. 

Go, bid thy maifler rife and come tome, 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he (hall fee the Boare will vfe vs kindly, 

MeftMy gracious Lord, He rell him whatyou fay, Exit. 

Enter ftatesbj to L. Haftmgs. 

Cat. Many good morrowes.tonay noble Lord. 

Haft. Good morrow Catesbj : you are early flirring, 

What newesy what newes, in this our tottering flate? 

CWr.ltis a reeling world indeedemy Lord, 

And I beleeue twill neuer fland v pright 
Till Rtchad we are the Garland of the Realme. 

Haft, Who ! weaie the Garland rdoeft thou meane the 

Cat I my good Lord. ( Crowne i 

' Haft .lie haue this crowne of mine, cut from my flioul- 
Hre I wiil fee the Crowne fo foule mifplafte : (ders, 

But canft thou geife that he doth ayme at it ? 

Cat,V pon my life my L. and hopes to fi ndeyou forward 
E 5- Ypon 
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ThcTragedie 

Vpon his party for the gain c thereof, 

Andthcrevpon he fends you this good newes 
That this lame very day.your enemies, 

The kindred of the Quecne,muft die at Pomjret, 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for this newes. 

Because they haue bcene (till mine enemies : 

Butthat lie giuc my voyce on ‘Richards fide. 

To barre my maifters heires in true difeent, 

God knovres I will not do it to the death. 

Qat. God keepeyour Lordiliip in that gracious mindc. 
Haft. But I Hull laugh at this a twelmonth hence. 

That they who brought me in my maifters hate, 

X liue to looke vpon their tragedie: 

1 tell the Catesby. fat. What my Lord i 
Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fome packing, that yet thinke not on it. 

Cat , Tis a vilcthing to die my gratious Lord 
When men are vnprcpard,andk>okc not for it. 

Haft. O monftrous,monftrous,and fo fals it out 
VJithRiuers.Vdughan, Gray t and fo twill doo 
With fome men clse,who thinke themfelucs as fafe 
As thou,and I, who as thou knowft are deare 
To princely Richard^Vid to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. Iknow they do, and 1 haue well deferued it. 
j Enter Lord Stanley. 

What my L. w here is your Boare-fpearc man ? 

Fearc you the Boare, and goe you lo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My L. good morrow good morrow Catesby. 

You may ieft on, but by the holy Roode, 

I do not like thefefcuerallcouncels I. 

Haft .My L. I hold my life as deafe as you do yours, 
And neuer in my life I do proteft. 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you, but that I know our ftatefecure, 

Iwould befo tryumphantas lam? 

•SWThe Lords of Btmjret'xhzn they rode from Londen 
Were iocund,and fuppofde their ftates was furc, 
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Richard the Third. 



And indeed had no caufe to miftroft •• 

Butyet youfeehowfoonethe day orecaltj 
This fudden fcab of rancor 1 mifdoubr, 

Pray God, 1 fay, 1 proue a needleRe coward, 

But come my L.fball we to the T ower ? 

Haft, l go ; but ftayjheareyou not the newes ? 

This day thofe men yob talke of, are beheaded. 

Yw.They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufed them weare their hats : 

But come my L. let vs away. Exit. L.Standley , & Cat . 

Hafl. Go you before, lie follow prefently. 

Enter Haftings aPurftuant, 

Haft. Well met Haftwgs, how goes the world with thee ? 
‘Pwr. The better that it pleafeyour good Lordfhip to ask. 
Haft. 1 tell thee fellow, tis better with me now. 

Then when I met thee laft where now we meete : 

Then was I going prifoner to the Tower, 

By thefuggeftion of theQueenes allies .* 

But now I tell thee (keepeit to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better flate then euer 1 was, 

Pur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft. Gramercy Haftings, hold fpend thou that. 

He gtues him hisfurje. 

Pur God faue your Lordthip. Sxit.'Pur, Enter aPrieft. 
Haft, What fir Iohn,you are well met ; 

Iain bcholdingto youforyourlaftdayes exercife: 

Come the next Sabboth,and I will content you. He nvhifpers 
Enter 'Buckingham. (in his ear e. 

"Buc, How now Lord Chamberlaine,what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need the Prieft. (prieft? 

Your Honour hath n'o (hriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith,and when 1 met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into my. minder 
What, go-you to the Tower my Lord l 
Buc, I do, but long 1 (hall not ftay, 

Khali rcturnebefdreyour Lordthip thence. 

Haft, Tis like enough,for I ftay dinner there. 

Buc. And fupper too, although thou knowh it not / 

Gome 
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The Tragedic. 

Come, fli all we goc along ? 

Muter Sir Richad Rat hjfe, with the Lord Ritter t, 
Gray } and Qanghan> fr if oners. 

Rat, Come bring forth the priioners, 

Rtu,S ir Richard ‘Rat/ijfe, let me tell thee this : 

To day (halt thou behold a fubiedt die, 

For truth, for duty, and for loyaltie. 

graj.God keepe the Prince from all the packc of you: 
<sA knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Riu.O PemfretyPomfret.Q thou bloody prifon, 

Fatall and ominous to noble Peercs .* 

Within the guilty clofure of thy walles 
Richard the lecond here was hackt to death : 

And for more llaunder to thy difmall foulc. 

We giue thee vp our guiltlelFe blouds to drinke. 

Cr^.Now Margarts curfe if falne vpon our heads. 

For Handing by-, when Richard ftabd her fonne. 

Xw.Theii curft fhe Raftings , then curft ibe Buckingham, 
Then curft flic Richard, O remember God, 

T o heare her prayers for them as now for Vs, 
e^/nd for my lifter and her princely lonne .• 

Befatisfied deare God with our true blouds, 

Which as thou knoweft vuiuftly muft be ipilt. 

jRdt.Comc, come, diipatch, the limit of your liucs is out. 
i?H*.Come Gray ^come Zdaugham,let vs all imbracc 
And take our leaues, vntill we meete in heauea. Exeunt, 
Enter the Lords to counfell. 

Haft. My Lords at once,the caufe why we are met, 

Is to determine of the Coronation. 

In Gods name fay, when is this ray all day? 

Buc, Areall things fitting forthat royall time?* 

Dor. It is,and let but nomination. 

*BiJb. To morrow then, I guelfeahappie time. 

Buc. Who knowes the Lord Protellors minde herein ? 
Who is mod inward with the noble Duke ? (his mind. 
j?i»Why you my L : me thinks you Ihouldfooneft know 
Buc.VJho I my Lord ? we know each others faces : 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine. 

Then I of yours nor 1 no more of his, then you of mine, 

Lot‘ ! 
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of Richard the Third, 

LottHaftingt, you and he areneare inloue. 

Haft I thanke his grace, I knowheloucsmewell.- 
But for his purpbfe in the Coronation 
Ihaue not founded him, nor he deliuered 
His graces pleafure any way therein : 

But you my L. may name the time. 

And in the Dukes behalfe lie giue my voyce, 

Which I prefume he will take in good part, . 

Bifb. Now in good time heere comes the Duke himfelfc. 
Enter Glofter. 

Glo.My noble L. and coulens all good morrow, 

I hauebene longa fleepe,but nowl hope 
My abfence doth negledt no great deftgnes, 

Which by my prefencs might haue bene concluded, 

Buc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

William L. Haftingt had now pronounft you part: 

I meane your voyce for crowhirigofthc King, 

Glo. Then my L. Haftings, no man might be holder. 

His Lordlhip knowes me well,andloues me well. 

Haft, l thankeyour grace, 

Glo. My Lord of Elie. 

Bifh , My Lord. 

Glo. When I was laft in Holborne, 

I faw good ftrawberries in your garden there, 

I do befeech you fend for fome of them, 

Bijh. Igoe my Lord, 

OVa.Coufen Buckingham ,a word with you : 

Catesby hath founded Haftings in our buiinelTe, 

And findes the tefty gentleman fo hote, 

As he will loofe his head eregiue content. 

His maiftets fonne as wotlhipfull he termesit. 

Shall loofe the royaltie of Englands throane. 

5/^ Withdraw you hence my L. He followyou. Ex, Gle* 
Dar. We haue not yet fet do wne this day oPtriumph. 
i o morrow in mine opinion is too foone ,• r 

For I mv felfeam not fo well prouided. 

As elfe I would be, were the day prolonged, - 

tii, Eut<er theBifhop of Elie. • (berries, 

' Jh. Where is my L .ProteftorJ, haue fern for thefe ftraw-i 
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Baft , His grace lookcs chccrefully andfmooth todav 
Thcrcs ibffie conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 

I thinke there is ncucr a man in Chriftcndome, 

That can lcirer hide his loue or hate then he .* 

For by his face ftraight iliall you know his heart. 

ZXir.Whatofhis heart perceiucyou in his face. 

By any likelihood he iliewed to day? 

Marry, that with no man here he is offended, 

For if he v\ ere, he would haue ihewne it in his face. 

Dar,l pray God he benot,I fay, 

Enter Cf loftier, 

Glo.i pray you all, what do they deferuc 
That do confpirc my death with diucllifli plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that haue preuaild 
Vpon my body with their helliih charmes ? 

Baft. The tender loue I beare your grace my Lord, 
Makes me mod forward in thisnobleprefcnce. 

To doonae the offenders whatfoeuerthey be : 

1 fay my Lord they haue defer ued death. 

</A>.Then beyour eyes thewitneffe of this ill, 
d’ee how I am bewitcht, behold minearme 
Is like a blaftcd fapling w ithered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife, that monftrous witch, 
Conforted with that harlot ftrumpetd’We, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me, 

Baft. If they haue done this thing my graciour Lord. 

C/fl.Jfthou Protestor of this damned ftrumpet, 

Telft thou me of iffs?thou art a traitor. 

Offwith his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

I will not dine to day I fweare, 

Vntill I fee the fame, fome fee it done .* 

The red that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt, mantt 

Baft. Wojwo, for England, not a whit for me# Ca,rrith Haft 
For I too fond might haue preuented this 
Stanley did dreame the boarc did race his helmc, 

But 1 difdaind it, and did fcomc to flie. 

Three times to day my footecloth horfedid Rumble, 

■4n d ftartled when he lookt vpon the Tower, 







of Richard the Third* 

As loth to beare me to the (laughter- houte 
Oh, now I wantthe Pricft that ipakc to 
I now repent I told the Purfiuant,. 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Tomffet bloodily were butchera, 

And I tuy felfcfecure in grace and fauour; 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauiecurfe 
Isli° htened on poore Hafttngsmetohzd head; 

^.Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a ihort (hrift,he longs to fee y our head. 

Haft. O momentary Rate of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the gract of 11 '*' 1 "'’" 

Who builds his hopes in aire ofyour fairelo©! 

Liues like a drunken Sayler on a matt, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble 
Into fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade meto the blocke, beare him my 
They anile at me, that fhortly iliall be dead. Exeunt, 

Enter r Duke of G loft cr and Buckingham in armour « 

, 6Vs.Cotne coufen,canft thou quake & change thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and flop againe, 

As iftbou wert deftraught and mad with terror. 

Buc. T ut feare not me. 
lean counterfeit thedeepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and lookebacke,and prieon euery fide: 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruice like inforccd fmilcs. 

And both are readie in their offices 

To grace my ftratagems. Entet Maier. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc.Let me alone to entertaine him. Lord Maior 
6&.Looke to the drawbridge there. o_ 

5*c.The reafon we Haue fent for you, 

Glo.fftatesby ouerlooke the walle*. 

^wc.Harkcj I hearca drumme. 

G/s.Looke backe,defend thee, here are enemies* 

Buc, God and our innocencic defend Vs* 
eto.0, 0,bc quiet, it it C*t,etfy, 

G 1 ' £r*v 
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ET 



me iragedie 

Enter Catc&by with Hafimgs bead. 

Of. Here is the head of that ignoble trait 
The dangerous and vnfufpe&ed Haflings. 

G/fl.So deare I lou’d the man, that I mult weepe 
1 tooke him forthe plained harmeleire man, 
ThatbreathedvponthisearthaChriftian ; 

Looke ye my Lord Mai or : 

I made him myjaooke wherein my ‘ 

The Hiftorie ofall her feeret thoughts : 

So fmooth he daub’d his vice with (hew 
That his apparent open guilt omitted *. 

I meane his co'nuerfation with Shores wife, 
Helaidfrom aliattaindei offufpeft. 

Bttckj Well, Well, he was thecouertft I 
That euer liu’d,would you haue 
Or alnaoft beleeue,were not by great pteferuation 
Weliue to tell it you? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted inthecounfell houfe. 

To murder me,and my good Lord of Glocefier . 
Mayor. What, had he fo l 
Glo. What thinke ye we are Turkes or 
Orthat wewould again!! thccourfe 
Proceed thus rafhly to the villaines 
But that theextreameperill of the cafe, 

The peace of England,and our perfonsfate 
Inforft vs to this execution i 

Ma. Now faire befall you, he deferued hi; 

^nd you my good L. both, haue well proceeded, 
To warne falfe traitors from the likeattempts 
I neucr lookt for better at his hands, 

After he once fell in with MiftrelTc 
glo.Yzt had not we determined he fho 
Vntill your Lordfhip came to feehis death, 
Which now the longing haft of theft? our fr 
Somewhat again!! ©ur meaning haue preuc 
Becaufemy Lord, we would haue had you h 
* r ’he traitor fpeake.andtrmeroafly confdfe 
manner, and threpiirpofc bfhis treafon, 
w you might well hauefignified the fame. 
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of Richard the Third. 

Vnto the Cittizens, who happily may 
Mifconftruevs inhim,and waile his death. 

Ma. My good L. your graces word lhallferue. 

Aswellaslhadfeeneorheardhimfpeake.- 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both, 

But lie acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your iuft proceedings in this eale. 

Glo. And to that end we wilh yonr Zordlhip here ; 

To auoid the carping cenfures ol the world. 

^w.But fence you came too late of our intents, 

Yet witnelfewhat we did intend,andfo my Aord a d ue * , 
<J/(?.After,after, Coufen Buckingham* Exit Mawr* 

The Maior towards Guild-hall hies him in all polt. 

There at your meeteft aduantageof the time, 

Inferre the baftardy ot Edwards children : 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he would make hisfonne 
Heireto the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houfe. 

Which by the figne thereofwas tearmed fo. 

Moreouer.vrge hishatefull luxurie. 

And beaftiall appetite in phange ofluft. 

Which ftretchedto their feruants,daughters,wiucs,. 

Euen where hisluftfull eye, or fauage heart. 

Without controll lifted to make his prey : 

Nay fora need thus farrecome nearemy perfon. 

Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Ofthat vnfatiate £dward,noh\t Yorke, 

My Princely father then had wares in, France, 

And by iuft computation of the time, 

Foundjthat the illue was not his begot. 

Which well appeared in his lineaments. 

Beingnothing like the noble Duke my father s- 

But touch this fparingly as it were farre off, 

Becattfe you knew my Aord,me brother liues. 

2«<r.Feare not,my Aofd, lie play the'O aior, 

As if the golden fee for which Ipleade, 

Wereformyfelfc. 

M,? /e, * Ifyou t * 1riuc 'vell, bring them to Bay nardsCa (He, 
Where you !h all find me wcllaccompanicd 

9 i * With- 






The Tragedy 

With rcucrcnd fathers and well learned Bishops.’ 

Buc . About three or foure a clocke lookc to heare 
What new es Guild-hall affordeth, and fo my lord farweli, 
Gto, Now willl in to take fome prime order ( Ex, Buc, 
To draw the Brats of C/arenceoutofiight, 

And to giue noticethat no manner of perfon 
At any time haue recourfe vnto the Princes. Exit, 

Enter a Scriuenerwith a paper in hit hand. 

This isthe Indictment of the good Lord Haftings, 

Which in afet hand faircly is ingrolTd, 

That it may be this day read ouer in Pauls : 

And markehow well the fequell hangs together, 

Elcuen houres I fpent to write it ouer . 

For yefternight by Catesby was it brought me, 
Thcprefidentwas full aslongadooing, 

And yet within thefe hue houres liued lord Hafiingt 
VntaintedjVnexamined: free, at libertie : 

Here’s a good world the while. Why who’s fo grofte 
That fees not this palpable deuicef 
Yet who fo blind butfayes hefeesitnot. ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought. 

When fitch bad dealing muft be feenc in thought. Exit, 

Enter Glocefier at one doorc,Buckingham at another',' 

Qlo , How now my Lord what fay the Citizens f 
Bttc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizcnes are mumme,and fpeake not a word. 
(j/o.Toucht you the baftardy of Edwards Children l 
Bttc,\ did : with the infatiategreedineffe of his defires, 
His tyranny for trifles : his owne baftardy. 

As being got, your father then in France: 

Withall 1 did inferre your lineaments. 

Being the right Idea of your fathet, 

Both in one forme and noblencftc of minde : 

Layd vpon all your victories in Scotland: 

Your Difciplinc in warre, wifedomc in peace i 
Your bou ntie,vertue,faire humilitie : 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
V ntouch’t,or fleightly handled in difeourfe < . 

A nd when my Oratorie grew to end. 



’ r -f;- 



of Richard the Third. 

1 baa them that loucs their Countries good, 

Cry , God faue Richard, Hnglands royall King. 

Glo.vJ, and did they fo?. 

Buc, No fo God helpe me. 

But like dumbe ftatues or brcathlelle Hones, 

Gazde eace on other and lookt deadly pale : 

Which whenlfaw, I reprehended them ; 

And askt the Mayor what meanes this wilfullfilencc i 
His anlwere was,the people vverenot wont 
To bcfpoketoojbut by the Recorder. 

Then lie was vrgdeto tell my talc againe : 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Dukeinferd ? 

But nothin g fpeake in warrantfrom himfelfc ; 

When he had done,fome followers of mine ownc 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps. 

And fome ten voyces crycd,God fauc K ing Richad : 
Thankeslouing Citizens and friends quoth 1, 

This gcnerall applaufe and louing flioute, 

Argues your wifedome and your loues to Richard : 
e'tfud fo brake offand came away. 

Glo. What tonguelcllc blocks were they, would they not 
2?«r.N o by my troth my Lord. ( fpeake ! 

§lo. Will not the Mayor then, and his bretheren come ? 
he Mayor is heerc .• and intendfomes feare. 

Be not fpoken withall, but with mightiefutc : 

Andlookcyou get a prayer bookc in your hand, 

And ftand betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground lie build a holy defcant : 

Be noteafiewonne toour requeft : 

Play the maydes part, fay no.but take it. 

Cflo. Feare not me,if thou canft pleade as well for them, 

-di 1 can fay nay to theeformyfelfe, l 
No doubt week bring it toa happieifiue. 

£»e.You ihall fee what 1 cando,getyouvp to theleads, 
Now my Lord Mayor, 1 danceattcndance here, 

I thinke the Duke will not be fpoken withall.. Enter Catesby. 
Here comes Ins feruant : how now Catesby, what fay cs lie i 
Cat, My Lord he doth entreate your Grace 
To viMt him to morrow, or next day ; 

He 
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ThcTragcdic 

He is within with twoo reuerend Fathers, 

Diumely beut to me ditation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy cxcrcife. 

Z?#e.lleturne good Catesby to thy £ord againc. 

Tell him my felfe, the Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe delignes and matters ©f great moment. 

No lelleimportingtben* then our generall good, 

Are come to haue (ome conference with his grace, 

CVrf.lle him what you lay my Zord. 

Bhc.A ha my Zord,this prince is not an Edward: 

He is not lulling on aleawd day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallyingwith a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuine* : 

Not deeping to ingrotrehis idle body. 

But pray ing to inrich his watchful! foule. 

Happy were England, would this graciour prince 
Take on himfelfe the foueraigntie thereon, 

Butfurel fearc we fiiallneuerwinnehim to it, 

^i.Marry God forbid his grace fliould fay vsnay. 

Enter Catesby. 

2?»c.Ifeare he will,how now Catesby , 

What fay esyourZord? 

Cat. My Zord he wonders to what end you haue afferablcd 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before .• 

My Zord,he feares you meane no good to him. 

Buc. Sory I am my noble coufen ihould 
Sufpedl me that 1 meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfeft loue to him, 

And fo once more returne and tell his grace : ExitXat. 

When holy and deuout religious men. 

Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them hence, 

So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich . and two Bijbops aloft. 

OWaior.See where he ftandsbetweenetwo Glergituen- 
Buc. Two props ofvertue for a Chriftian Prince s 
'To flay him from the fall of vanitie, Famous 




of Richard the Third, 

’ Famous P lantagene gracious prince. 

Lend fauourable cares to my requeft: 

^nd pardon vs the interruption 
Of thy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale. 

gb. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apologia, 

I rather do befcech you pardon me. 

Who earned in the fcruice of my God, 

Negled the vifitation of my friends .• 

But leauing this, what isyourGraes pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngouernd lie. 

Glo.l do fufpedf,I haue done fome offence, 

That feeme difgracious ira the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance, 

B ue. You haue my Lord .-would itpleafeyour Grace 
ts4t our entreaties to amend that fault. 

G/c.Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 
Buc.Thtn know it is your fault that you fefigne 
The fupreame Scare, the T hrone maiefticall. 

The Sceptred office ofyour Anceftors, 

The lineall glory ofyour royall Houle, 

To the corruption of a blemiflit fteck e : 

Whileft in the mildenefle of your fleepie thoughts* 

Which here we waken to your Countryes good : 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes. 

Her face defac’t with fears ofinfamie. 

And almoft fhouldred in this fwallowing gulph 
Of blind forgetfulneife and darke obliuion .* 

Which to recouer we hardly folicite 
Your Gracious felfe to take on you the foueraigntie thef of. 
Not as Protedor,Swteard,<Tubftitute, 

Nor lowly Faftor for an others gaine ? 

But as fucccfliuely from blood t© blood, ‘ • 

Your right of birth, your Emperie, yourownc: 

For this conferred with the Citdzens, • ’ 

Your worihipfull and very louing friends. 

And by their vehement inftigation. 

In this iuft fute come 1 to moue your Grace. 
g/o.l know not whither to depart in filence, 

H r\_ 
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ThcTragedie 

Orbiterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Jell fitteth ray degree or your condition : 

Your loue dcferues my thankes,but my defe* 
Vnmeritable Ihunnesyour high requeft, 

Firft ifallobftacleswcrecutaway. 

And that my path were cucn-to the Crowne, 

As my right reuenewand due by birth, 

Yet To much is >ny pouertie of fpirit. 

So mightie and fomany my defeats. 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnellc, 

Being a Barketo brooks no mightie lea. 

Then in my greatneftecouetto be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory finothered : 

But God be thanked theres no need for me, 

^nd much I needeto helpeyouif need were. 

The royall tree hath left vs royallfruite, 

Which mellowed by the Healing houres of time. 

Will well become the feate of maieftie ; 

And make no doubt vs happie by hisraigne. 

On him 1 lay , what you would lay on me : 

The right and fortune of his happie Harres, 

Which God defend that 1 fliould wring from him, 
Buc. My Lord,this argues confcience in your grace, 
But the refpefts thereof are nice and triuiall. 

All circumftanccs well confidered. 

You fay that Edward, is your brothers fonne, 

So fay we too, but not by Edwards wife : 

For firft he was contradled to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues, a witnelTe to thatvow, 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed 
To Bern, fitter to the King of France, 

Thefe both put by a popre petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waininganddiftreiled widdowe, 

Euenin theafternoone ofherbeft dayes, 

Made prife and purchafe of his luftfull eye, 

Seduce the pitch and height of all his thoughts, 
Tobafe declenfion and loathed bigamie, 

By het in this, vnlawfull bed he got. 



of Richard the Third, 

Thi* Edward ,* home our manners terme thcPrince ; 
More bitterly could expoftulatc, 

Saue that for reuerence to fome aliue 
1 giue a fparinglimit to my tongue : 

Then good my Lord,take to your royallfelfe. 

This proffered benefit of dignitie i 
If not to blelTe vs and the land withall. 

Yet to draw out your royall ftocke. 

From the corruption of a bufing time, 

Vnto a linealltrue deriucdcourfe. 

Mat . Do good my Lord.your citizens entreatyou. 
Cat.Q make them ioyfull,grant their lawfullfute. 

Glo. ^las,why would you heape thole careson tne, 

I am vnfitfor ftateand dignitie.* 

I doe befcech you take it not amilTe, 

Icannot,nor 1 will not yeeld to you. 

Buc. If you refufe it as in loue and zeale. 

Loth to depofe the ehilde your brothers fonne, 

^fwell we know your tendcrnelfe of heart, 

-^nd gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin. 

An d egally indeed to all eftates, 

Yet whether you except our fute or no. 

Your brothers fonne fliall neucr raigne ourKing, 

But we will plant fome other in the throne. 

To the difgraceand downefaft ofyour houfe : 

And in this refutation here we leaue you, 

Come Citizens, zounds, lie intreat no more. 

G/o.O do not ftveare my Lord of Buckingham , 
CVtr.Call them againe,my Zordand accept their fute. 
isfno, Do,good my Lord,leaft all the land doerew it. 
G/c.Would you enforceme to a world of care ? 
WelUall them againe,! am notmade of Hones,* 

But penetrable to your kind intreats, 

^lbeitagainft my confcicnceand my foule. 

Cofen of Buckingham, and you {age grauemen, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

Lo beare the burthen whether 1 will or no, 
mult haue patience to endure the loadc, 

Ha 




But 
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The Tragedie 

Bu t if blacke fcandall or fo foulc fac’t reproach 
Attend the fequell of your impofition. 

Your meere inforcement fhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof, 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God blelfe your Grace, we fee it, and will Cay it, 
glo. In faying fo,you fhall but fay the truth. 

Buc, Then 1 faluteyou with this kingly Title : 

Long liue King Rtchardjin$.an<is royall King. 

May, Amen. 

Buc. T o morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d i 
Glo.Euen when you will,finccyou will haue it fo. 

Buc, T o morrow then we will attend your Grace. 
G/o.Come,let vs to our holy taskcagaine : 

Farewell good Coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt, 
Enter fffueene mother , Dutchejfe of 7 or ke, Marques 
Dorfet at one doore, ‘DutcheffeofGlocefier 
at another doore, 

Dut. Who meetes vs heere,my Neece ‘ Tlantagenet } 

£>u. Sifter well met, whither away fo fall l 
Dut. Glo, No farther then the Tower,and as I guefTe, 
Vpon the like deuotion as your felues, 

T o grat ulate the tender Princes there. 

^^.Kind filler thankes,weele enter all together; 

Enter the Lieutenant of the T over. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieutenant, pray you byyour leaue. 

How fearcs the Prince ? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in health : but by your leaue, 

I may notfufferyouto vifithim. 

The King hath ftraightly charged the contrary. 
^w.TheKing ? why, who’s that i 
Lieu. I cry you mercie,I mcane the Lord Protestor. 
.Sff* The Lord proted him from that Kingly title; 
Hathhefet bounds betwixt their loue and me : 

I am their mother, who fhould kcepe me from them ? 

I am their father, mother,and will fee them. 

Dut, Glo. Their Aunt I am in law, in loue their mother •• 

- - .. - Then 



of Richard theThird. 

Then fcarenot thou.Iiebeare thy blame, 

^Sake thy office formtheeonmyperrll. 

A nil , I doebefeech your Graces aU to pardon me ; 

c ww .Let me but meeteyour Ladies at an houre hence, 
And lie faluteyour Grace of Yorks, a# mother ; 

Andreuerentlookeron,oftwofaireQueenes. 

Come Madam, you muft goe with me to Weftmmfter, 
There to be crowned 'Richards royall Queene. 

Su.Q cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
May haue fome (cope to beate, or clfc I foun 

With this dead liking newes. 

2 )w.Madam,haue comfort, how fares your Grace . 
<f)u, O Dorfet,fpeake not to me, get thee hence. 
Death and deftrudion dogge thee at thcheeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wiltoucrftrip death, goe crolTethe Teas, 

And liue with Richmond froiinrhe race of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughter houfe, 

Leaf! thou increafc the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe. 

Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan. Fullof wifecare is this your counfcll Madam, 
Take all the fwiftaduantageofthe time. 

You (hall haue letters from me to mefonne. 

To meeteyou on the way and welcomeyou, 

Be not taken tardic,by vnwife delay. 

Dut.Y or. O ill difpearfnlg winde of miferic, 

0 my accurfcd wombe,thc bed of death, 

A Cokatricehaft thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eye is murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam,! in allhaftewasfent for. 

Dutch. And I in all vnwillingnelTe will goe, 

1 would to God that the incluliue verge 

Of golden mettallthat muft round my browe, 

Werered hottc fteele to (care me to the brainc, 
Annoynted let me be with deadly poyfon, 
zAtvi die,crc men can fay, God fauethe Queene. 

H 3 








inc iragedie 

j£*»< poore foulc,l enuie not thy glory, 

To feed e my humor, wifli thy felfe no harme* 

< Out. gio. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me I followed Henries cour fe, 

When Icarfe thcblood was wellwalht from his hands 
Which i tided from my other angell husband, 

>fnd that dead faint, which then 1' weeping followed, 

0,w hen 1 fay, llookt on Richards face, 

This was my with, be thou quoth 1 accur ft, 

P or making me fo yong,fo old a widow. 

^nd when thou wedft,let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife if any be fo badde 
As miferable by the death of thee, 
es4s thou haft made me by my dearc Lords death, 

Loe, euen I can repeate this curie againe, 

Euen info fliorta fpace,my womans heart 

Crofly grew captiuc to his hony words, 

e^fnd prou’d the fubiedtsofmy ownefoules curfe, 

Which euerfincebath kept mine eyes from fleepc, 

For neuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Hauel enioyed the golden dew of fleepe, 

Bnthauebene waked by histimerous dreames, 

Befidesjhe hates me for my father Warmcfa 
And will fhortly be rid of me. 

A\zs poore foule,I pittie thy complaints. 

Dut.G/o.No more then frommy foulel mourne for yours 
j£#,Farewelfthou woefull welcomer of glorie. 

T>nt.Glo. Adue poore foule,thou takft thy leaueofit. 

Dftt.Tor.Go thou to Richmond, & good fortune guidethee 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Gothou to lan<ftuarie,good thoughts polFefFe thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie w ith me, 

Eightie old yeares offorrow baue I feene, 

And each houres ioy wrasktjwith a weeke of teene. 

The Trumpets found, Enter Richard crowned, "Bucking- 
ham , Catesbj,with other Nobles. 
iTw^.Stand all apart. Cofen of Buckingham, 
Giuemethyhand.- Here he afeendeth his throne. 

Thus 



of Richard theThird. 



Thus high by thy aduice 

And thy affiftance is King 'Rghard fated : 

But ftiall wee wearc thefe honours for a day . 

Or lhall they laft,and we teioyce in them ? 

Buc. Still hue they, an d for euer may they lalt. 
Km.Ri.O Buckingham, now 1 doe play the touch, 
Totrie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward hues ; tliinkenow what I would lay. 
Buc. Say on my gratious foueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham, lfay I would be King. 
Buel Why foyou are my thrice renowned Liege, 
Kin. Ha : am l King i tis £o, butjE<W<fliucs„ 
Buc. True noble Prince. 



KinO bitter conference, 

That Edward ftill fhould liue true noble Prince. 
Cofen,thou wert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shall Ibeplaine i Iwifhthe baftardsdead. 

And I would haue it fuddenly performde. 

Whatfaieft thou /fpeake fuddenly, be briefe. 

Buc.Yoat grace may do your plcafure, 

X*»g.Tur,tut, thou art alhyce, thy kindneflefreezeth 
Say, haue I thy confent that they fhalldie ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath,fome little paufe my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuelyfpeake herein : 

1 will refolue your grace immediatly. 

C<t#.TheKing is angry,fee,he bites thelip’. 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witted fooles. 

And vnrefpediue boyes,none are for me 
Thatlooke into me with confideratc eyes : 

2fry,high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpedfr 

"Boy. Lord. 

King. Knowft thou not any whome corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Zord, I know adifeontented Gentleman,- 
Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie minde. 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing*. 

King. What-is his name ! 

Boj. His name myZord, is Terrill. . , ^ v 





The Tragedies 

King. Goe call him hither prefently. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham* 

No more fliail bethencighbourto my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde. 

And hops he now for breath ? 

Enter Darby. 

How novv.what newes with you ? 

Dar. My Lord, I hcare the Marquefle Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thole parts beyond the Teas where 
he abides. 

King , Catesby, Cto.My Lord, 

JC»«fr.Rumor it abroad 
That Annttuy wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe •• 

Enquire me outfomemeane borne Gentleman, 

Whome I will marry flraight to Clarence daughter, 

T he boy is fooli£h,and I fear e not him : 

Looke how thou dreamft : I lay againe,giue out 
That^/nne my wife is ficke and like to die. 
vfbout it, for it Hands me much vpon, 

T o flop all hopes whofe grow th may damage me, 

1 mull bemarried to my brothers daughter, * 

Or clfc my Kingdometlands on brittle glade, 

Murther her brothers,and then marry her, 
Vncertaineway ofgaine,but I am in 
Sofarrcinblood,thatfin plucks on fin, 

T eares falling pittie dwels not in this eye, 

EnterTirrel, 

Is thy nameTirrel? 

Tir. lames Tirrelytxtd yourmoft obedientfubied. 

King. Art thou indeed l 

7Vr.Proue me my gracious loueraigne. 

.K7»£.Dar'ft thou relolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Tir.i my Lord,but I had rather kill two deepe enemies. 

jRTwffr.Why there thou had it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to my reft, and my fiveete llcepes difturbs. 

Art they that I would haue thee deale vpon : 
Tirrel,Imeancthofebaftards in the Tower. 

7*r.Letm* Ixmeopea meanesto come to them. 
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of Richard the Third, 

And foone lie rid you from the fcare oftbem, 

King. Thou fingft fweet mufickc.Comc hither TtmR, 
Go by that token, rife and lend thine eare. Hewhijperttn 

Tis no more but fo, fay, is it done his eare. 

And I will loue thee, and preferre thee too. 

Tir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we hearefrom thee Ttrreli,tre we fleepe? 

Enter Buckingham, 

Tir, Yea my good Lord. 

Sue, My Lord, I haue confidered in my mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in. 

King. Well let that pa St, Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Buc . 1 heare that newes my Lord, 

King, Stanly , he is your wiues fonne: Well looke too it« 
Bhc. My Lord I claime your gift,my due by promife. 
For which your honor and your faith ispawnd, 
TheEarledomc of Herford and the moueables. 

The which you promifed I (hould pofletTe. 

King, Stanly looke to your wife.if fhe conucy 
Letters to Richmond you (ball anlwereit. 

Buc. Whatfayes yourHighnelfctomy iuft demand? 
King. As I 'remember Henry th e fixt 
Did prophefiethat Richmond Ihould be King, 

When Richmond was a little peeuifh boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord, 

King, How chancetne Prophet could not atthat time, 
Haue told me, I being by, that I (hould kill him. 

Buc. My Lord,your promife for theEarledomc, 

King. Richmond , when laft I was at Exeter , 

The Maior in curtefie (hewed me theCaftle, 

And called it Ruge-mount,atwhich name I darted, 
Becaufe a Bard of Ireland told me once 
I (hould not liuelong after I Caw Richmond 
Buc. My Lord. 

King, I, whats a clocked 
Buck, lam thus bold to put your grace inminde 
what you promifde me. 

King* Well, but whatsaclocke? 

Bhc* V pon the ftroke of ten* 
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The Tragedie 

King. Well, let itftrike. 

Bug. Why let it ftrikej 

King Becaufe that like a Iacke thon keep ft the ftroke 
Betwixt thy beggingand my meditation. 

1 am not in the giuing vaine to day. 

Bhc, Wliy then refolue me whether you will or no ! 

K. Tut,tut,thou troubleftme,I am not in the vaine. Exit* 

Bhc . Is it euenfoi rewards he my trueferuice 
Wichfuch deepe contempt,madeIhimKingfor this? 

O let me thi nk e on Haftmgt, and begone 
T o Brecknock, v , while my fearefull head is on. Exit . 

Enter Sir Francis Tirrell. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudy deed is done, 

The moft arch-ad of pitteous mallacre, 

T hat euer yet this land was guiltie of, 

‘Dtghton and ForreSl whom 1 did fubbornc, 

To do this ruthfull peece of butchery, 

Although they were fleflit villaines, bloudy dogs, 

Melting with tendernelTeandcompaflion, 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad ftories; 

Loe thus quoth Dighton lay thefc tender babes, 

T hus,thus quoth ForreH girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablafter armes, 

T heir lips like foure red Rofes on a ftalke. 

When in their fommer beautie kift each other, 

A booke of prayers on their pillow laie. 

Which oncequothi r 0rrff?almoftchang’d my mind. 

But O the Diuell ! there the villaine ftopt, 

Whilft Dightont hus told on we fmoothered 
Themoft replenifliedfweetworke of nature 
That from the prime creation euer heframde, 

They could notfpeake,andfo 1 left them both, 

To bring thefetydings to the bloudy King. 

Enter King Richard. 

Ac\d here he cornR/fil haue my foueraigne Liege. 

King. Kind Thrill, and I happie in thy newest 

Tir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your happinefte.be happie then. 

For it.is-dooc my Lord. 

" && 
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of Richard the Third. 

King. But didft thou fee them dead i 
Tirt 1 did my Lord. 

^TlfeCh^laS*' Tower halh buried them •• 

But how or in what place 1 do not know. 

Km. Come to me Tirrill foone at after fupper, 

And thou (halt tell the procelfe of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire. ExttTtmU. 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Qatenct haue I pent vp dole, 

His daughter meanely hauel matcht in marriage, 

Thefonnes of Edward, fieepe in esibrahams bofome. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight.- 
Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
And yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knotlookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catejby, 

Cat. My Lord. 

King. Good newesor bad.that thou comelt in fo bluntlyf 
£at. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

^nd Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ftill his power encreafeth. 

King. Sly with Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leaied army: 

Come, I haue heard that fearefull commenting, 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-pac’t beggery. 

Then fieric expedition be my wings, 
lone, tMereurie ,and Herald for a King. 

Come mutter men, my counfaile is my fhield, 

We muft be briefe,when traitors braue the field. Exeunt, 
Enter Queene Margaret fola. 

Qu.kMar. So now profperitie begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 

Here in thefe confines flilie haue 1 lurkt. 

To watch the wayning of mine adueriaries: 

Adireindudion am I witnelTe too, 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 

I % Will 







TheTragedie 
Will proue as bitter, blacke and tragical!. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret } who comes hccre. 
Enter the Jjhtcene, and the c Dutchejfe of Torke, 

§h. Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes} 

My vnblowne flower, new appearing Tweets, 

1 f yet your gentlefoulcs file in the airc, 

And be notfixrin doome perpetuall, 

Houer aboue me with your airie wings , 

And heareyour mothers lamentation* 

£1* Mar, Houer about her,fay that right for right, 
Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night, 

SlE- WiltthouO God flic from filch gentle lambes. 
And throw them in the intrailcsof the Wolfe: 

When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done! 
£fu.Mar. When holy Mary died, and my fweet d’on* 
Dutch. Blind fight,dead life, poore mortall liuing Ghoft, 
Woes Tceane, worlds fhame,graues due by life vfurpt, 

Reft their vnreft on England} lawfull earth, 

V nlawfull made drunke with innocents blood* 

O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue, 

As thou canft yeeld a mclancholly feat. 

Then would 1 hide my bones, not reft them heere ; 

0 who hath any caufe to mournc but I i 
Dut. So many miferies haue craz'd my voice 

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumbe* 
iu&jwdPlantagenet, why art thou dead/ 

^ £fu,CMar. If ancient forrow be moft reuerent,, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniorie, 

A nd let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 

Ifforrow can admit focietie, 

T ell oucr your woes againe by viewing mine: ■ 

1 had an Edward, till & Richard kild him. 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Edward,u\\ a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard , tilla Richard kild him, 

Dut, I had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him: 

I had a Rutland too, and thou holpft to kill him* 
£u.UMar. Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild hina- 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept. 










^^^oTRichardrhc Third. 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

Tto Doggc that had his teeth before hjseyes 
T o worrif fambes, and lap their gentle bloods. 

That foule defacer of Gods handy workc, 

Thy wombe letloofeto chafe vs to our graues, 

O vpright, iuft,aod true difpolmg God, 

How do 1 thankethee,tha* this carnal! , curre 
Prcveson thcilfue ofhis mothers bodte, 

And makes her pue-fellow with others mone. 

Dut O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witnelfe with me, 1 haue wept for thee* 
gu. Mar. Beare with me, I am hungry for rcuenge. 

And now ldoie me with beholding it: 

Thy Edvard lie is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other Edward dead, to quite my Edward, 

Yong Torke, he is but boote,becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfeftion ofmy lolfe: 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this Tragicke play. 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers, Vaughan, (fray, 

Vntimely fmoothered in their duskie graues, 

Richard yet lines, hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their fadlor to buy foules, 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous, and vupittied end, 

Earth gapes.hels burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

To haue him fuddenly conueyedaway. 

Cancell his bond of life deare God I pray. 

That I may liue to fay the Dog is dead. 

£Tu. O thou didft prophefie the time would come 
That 1 fhould wilh for thee to helpe me curflc 
That botteld fpider,that foule hunch-backt toad. 

Mar. I cald the then, vaine flourilh of my fortune, 
leal J thee then poore (haddow, paintedQueene, 

The prefentation of, but what 1 was. 

The flattering index ofadirefull pageant. 

One hcau’d a high, to be hurld downe below, 

Amother onely, raockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame ofwhich thou wert, a breath, abubble, 

I i Aflgne 
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A figne of dignities gariih flagge, 

To be the aime of euery dangerous fliot 
AQueeneinieaft, onely to fill the feeane : 

Where is thy husband now,whcre be thy brothers? 
Where be thy children,whercin doeft thou ioy? 

Who flics to thee, and cries God faue the Queene? 

VJ here be the bending Pcercs that flattered thee? 

Wh ere be the thronging troupes that followed thee t 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a raoft diftrefled widdow : 

For ioy full mother, one that wailes the name.- 
or Queene, a very Catife crown'd with care • 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fucs ; 

For one commanding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcorn'd ofme. 

Thus hath the courfe ofiuftice wheel'd about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place,and doeft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow'? 

Now thy proud necke, beares halfe my burthenedyoke. 
From which, cuen heere, I flip nay wearied necke. 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee; 

Farewell Yorks wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 

Thefe Hnglilh woes, will makemefmile i n France, 

O thou well skild in curfes, flay a while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

gu.Mar, Forbeare to fleepe the night, and fall the day. 
Compare dead happinelle with liuing woe, 

Thmke thatthy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that (1 ew them fowler then he is; 

Bettring thy lofte makes thebad caufer worfe, 
Revoluingthis,willteach theehow to curfe. 

£u. My wordsare dull,0 quicken them with thine, 
Jj>u y ,Ma.Thy woes wil make them (harp.. & pierce like mine. 
Dut. Why Ihould calamitie be full of words? Exit Ma. 
££(*. Windie atiurnies to your client woes, 

Aierie fucceedcrs of inteftate ioy es, 

Poore 




"of Richard the Third. 

4 

My^'rmnedfomic.whichthytvvofonnesfmctherecl: 

and Trumpets. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition; 

?)J. A llie,that might haue intercepted thee. 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfet. wombe, 
v m aiuhe flauehters wretch, tnat thou haft done. 

Qti Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crownc, 
Wh^Fe Ihould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The flaughterof chePrince that owde that crowne, 

Jad the dire death of my two tonnes, and br others. 

Tell me thou vilhine flaue, whereare my children. 

But. Thou tode.thou todc, where is thy brother Clarence. 
^nd little Ned Plantagenet, his Sonne ? ■ 

Qh Where is kind Hajltngs , Rtnm i f / aughan^Gmyt 
Ktm. flourifli trumpets, ftrike alarum drummes, 

Let not the heauens heare thefe tel-tale women 

Raile on the Lords annotated. Strike 1 fay. The trumpets 

Either be patient, and intreat me faire, J ottnds. 

Or with theclamorous report ofwarre. 

Thus will I drowneyour exclamations. 

But . yirtthou my fonne? 

King. I, lthanke God, my father and your felfe. 

But. Then patiently heare oiy impatience. 

Kwg. Madam I haue a touch of your condition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

Dut. I will be milde and gentle in my fp'eecb. 

King . And briefe good mother for lam in haft. 

But Art thou fb haftie, I haue ftaid for thee, 

God imowesin anguilli, paine and agonie. 

King. And camel not atlaft to comfort you? 

Z)»;.Noby the holy roode thou know ft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to makethe earth my hell .* 

tA 
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The T ragedie ■ """ * 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me 
Techie and waiward was thy infancic, * 

What comfortable hourecanttthou^ame' trec ^ crous - 

bat euer grae t mein thy companie f 
tK & none but Humphrey hourc that n\A 

If it be fogratious in your fight, F 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

kZ Co^ C mC r P eake - for 1 ftaUnclerferheemore 
Kmg. Come, come, you are too bitter* 

Dm. Either thou wilt die by Gods l'uft ordinance 
Erefroni .this warrethou turneaconouenT 
Or I with gnefe and extreameage (ball perifb. 

And neuer looke vpon thy face againe:' P 
Therefore takewith thee my molt heauiccurfe. 

Which in the day of battell tire thee more 
I hen all the compleatarmourthat thou wear ft 
prayers on the aduerfc partie fight, 

Wlvr her l tl r llttle ^® l j les of Edwards children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies, 

And promife them fuccefTe and victory, 

Bloudie thou art* and bloudie wjII be thy end, 
Sl'imefcruci thy life, and rich thy death attend. MA 

^.Though iar more caufcyct much felfe feint to c title 

Abides in me, I fay exfmen to all. 

King* Stay Madam,I muft fpeakc a word with you. 

Vu. Ihaueno morefonnes of the royall blood, 

For thee to murther, for my daughters, Richard 
They fiiall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Qucenes, 

And therefore leuell not to hit their liucs. 

King. You haue a daughter cald EiizAfoth, 

Vertuous andfaire, royall and gratious. 

And muft Ihe die for this? O let her liue. 

And He corrupt hermanners,ftaineherbeautie, 

Slander my felfe, as falfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her thevaile ofinfamie. 

So (lie may liue vnfearde from bleeding (laughter. 

I 



T will confelTe foe was not Edwards daughter. 

* , Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royall blood, 
faue her life, Ilefay Iheis notfo. 

Km? Her life is onelyfafeft*h her birth. 

f And onely in thatfafety died her brothers. 

Km? Lot at their births good ftars were oppofite. 

G)d No to their hues bad friends were contrary. 

Km. AW vnauoyded is the doome of deftiny . 

9*. True.when avoyded grace makes deltiny, 

My babes were deftinde to a fairer death, 

As Intend more good to you and yours, (armes. 

Then euer you and yours were by me wrong d. 
gu. What good is couered with the face of heauen, 

Tobedifcouered that can dee me good. _ 

Xiny. Thcaduanccment ofy our children vmghtieLady* 
9*,V p to fomefcaffold, there to loof e their heads. 

King. No to the dignitieand height of honor. 

The height imperiall tipc of this earths glory. 

J?u. Flatter my forrowes with report of it, 

TeUme what ftate,whatdignitie,what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine. 

King. Euen all I haue, yea and my felfe and all. 

Will 1 withall endow achild of thine. 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule. 

Thou drowne thefad remembrance of thole wrongs 
Which th©u fuppofeft I haue done to thee, 

Jgu. Bebriefe,leaft thattheproceffeof thykindnelle 
Laft longer telling then thy kindneffc doo. 

Ki. Then know that from my foule I loue thy daughter. 
^My daughters mother thinks it with her foule. v 

King. What doc you thinke i 
£)u. That thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule. 

So from thy foule didft thou loue her brothers. 

And from my hearts loue, I doe thankethee for it, . 

Ki. Be notfo haftieto confound my meaning* 

1 meane that with my foule I loue thy daughter, 
trfnd meane to make her Queene of England. 

K $£* 



Ihe i ragedic ** •** 

J%u. Sty then, who doeft thou meanefliall Iv h#*v 

lr^sSr makrahcrQset "^^& ! 

K* n &' That I would learne ofyou, 

^ C A th !| tW f e l bcft , aC< i Uamtedwithherh ^or. 

And wilt thou learne of me ? 

Madam with all my heart. 

Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 

A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

EdrvardznA Torkft then happily Ihe will weepe, 

here to re prefen t to her, as fometime Mtrqaret 

And KM h ”?“*.? handkercheffe fte e P t in Rutkndt blood, 
And bid her dne her weeping eyes therewith, 

Jr this inducement force her not to loue. 

Send her a (lory of thy noble ads: 

Tell her thou niad'ft away her vnckle Clarence 

*/ r j V n Ckc R,uers ' yea, and for her fake 

Madeft quicke conueiance with her good Aunt Am* 

Kwg. Come, come, ye mockemc,this is not the way 
To winne your daughter. 7 

There is no other way, 

Vnletre thoucouldft put on fome other lhape. 

And not be Richardt hat hath done all this. 

«^;l! lf u r ^ fa n re ,f^ W/ P eace by his alliance. 

^hichlhe fliall purchafewith ftill lading warre. 
^^ay that the King which may command intreats, 

1 hat at her hands which the Kings king forbid. 

King. Say fhe (hall be a high and mightieQueene. 

<£»• To waile the title as her mother doth. 

Kmg. Say I willloue her eucrlaftingly. 

But how long (hall that title euerlafl? 

Kwg. Sweetly inforce vnto her faireliues end. 

But how long fairely (hall that title lad? 

King, So long as heauen and nature lengthensit. . 

<r<dt; So long as hell and RtebardWk&s of it- 

Say J her foueraigne am her fubied loue, 

£*£«♦ But iheyour fubiedloaths fuchfoueraingtie. 

King 
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of Richard the Third* 

riuf Be eloquent in my behalfc to her. 

An honeft tale fpeeds beft being plamely told. 

3o5f. Thenin plaine tcarmes tell her my lomngtalc. 

G)u Plaine and not honed is too harlh a dile. 

K&. Madam, your reafom are too lhallow,& too quick. 
Qu O no, my reafons are too deepe and dead. 

Toodeepe and dead poorc infants in their graue, 

Harpeon it ft ill (halll, till hcart-ftnngs breake. 

King. Now b‘y my George, my Garter and my Crownc. 
£>u. Prophan’d, di(honor'd,and the third vfurped. 

King. I fweare by nothing. 

^«.By nothing, for this is ho oath. 

The George prophan’d, hath loft his holy honor. 

The Garter blemilht, pawn’d his Knightly vertue; 

The Crownevfurpt, difgrac’t his Kingly digniue, 

Iffomething thou wilt fweare to be bclecude, 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not wrong a 
King. Now, by the world, 
gu. Tis full o&thy foule wrongs. 

Ktng. My fathers death. 

£h;. Thy felfe hath that difhonor d. 

King. Then by my felfe. 

($h. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

Kwg. Why, then by God. 
t g». Gods wrong is moft of all: 

If thou had ft fear’d, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the King my brother made. 

Had not beene broken,nor my brother flame. 

If thou hadft fear’d to breake an oath by him, 

Thclmperiall mettall circling now thy brow. 

Had grac’t the tendertemples of my child. 

And both thePrinces hadbeene breathing here, 

Which now two tender play-fellowes for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worme. 

King. By the time to come. 

ght, That thou haft wrong’d in time orepaft. 

For i my felfe haue many teares to wafli 
Hereafter time for time, by thee paft wrong’d, 

The children liue, whofe parents thou haft flaughtered, 

K % Vn- 
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Vngouern d y outh,to wayleit with her age 
The parents liuc whofe children thou haft butcherd 
Old withered plaints to waiie it with their age • * 

Sweare notbytime to come/orthat thou haft 
Mifufed, ere vied, by time mifufed orepaft. 

King. zsfs 1 entend to profper and repent, 

Sothriuc I in my dangerous attempt 

Of hottile armes,my felfe my felfe confound. 

Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

-Be oppoute, all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
immaculated devotion, holy thoughts, 

I render notthy beauteous princely daughter. 

In herconfiftsmy happineire and thine. 

Without her followes to this land and me. 

To thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foulc, 
oad delolation,ruinc and decay, 

It cannot be auoided but by this; 

J t will not be auoided but by this : 

Therefore good Mother ( 1 muft callyou fo) 

-Be the atturncy ofmy loue to her* 

Pleade what I will be, not" what I haue beene. 

Not by deferts, but what I will deferue: 

V rge the neceffitie and ftate of times, 
e^hd be not peeuifh fond in great defignes, 
fhall 1 be tempted of the Diueli thus? 

King. J, if the Diueli tempt thee to doe good. 

Shall 1 forget my felfe to be my felfe.' 

Kwg. I, ifyour felfes remembrance wrong your felfe* 
But thou didft kill my Children. 

Kt. But in your daughters wombe lle biiriethem. 
Where in that neft oflpicerie there /hall breed, 
aelfes of themfelues, to your rccomfitiire. 

£>n. Shall I goe win ray daughter to thy will ? 

King, And bea happy mother by the deed. 

I goe, write to me very fliortly. 

King. Beare her my true loues kiife : farewell. Exit gu. 

Relenting foole,and (hallow changing woman. Enter Rat. 
Kg. My gracious Soueraigne, on the Wefterne coaft, 

Rideth 



,Ude,h a puiflint S frfends, 

te4 '” W ' S ,he ' r 

Andthere .hey huU,«pe«mg but thMidft 

RM/iftthy felfe. O' CJ4* 1 ® 15 he • 
g£S&» - P o( l tllou 

Whenttoucomeftlbete;duU»ni»radfull«Uanie 

Why ftandft thou ftilhand goeft not to the Duke 

Cat. Firft mightie foueraigne,let me know your mn , 

What from your grace 1 (halldeliuer him. 

Km. O true, good Catesbie, bid him leuie ftraight, 

The greateft ftrength and power hecan make, 

meet me prefently zxSulisburie. L ^ 

Rat. What is your highnelle plcafure I flial do at Salisbury. 
King. Why what would ft thoujloe there before 1 go? 

TZat, Your Highncs told me I (hould poll before. 
King.My mind is chang’d fir, my mind is chang d : 

How now, what newes with you? ■ E 1 ter , 

Dar* None good my Lord, to plealeyou with the hearing? 

Nor none fo bad, but it may well be told. 

King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why dooft thourunne fo many mile about. 

When thou may ft tell thy tale a neerer way. 

Once more what newes ? . 

Dar. Richmond is on 

There let him finke, and be the feas on him. 

White liuered runnagatejwhat doth he there ? 

Dar . I know not mightie foueraigne but by guelfc. 

King. Well fir, as you gucfte.as you guslle. 

Dar. ?turd vp by Dorfet,B uckinghamimd Ely-> 

Hemakes for England, there to claimethccrowne. 

Km- Is the Chaire empty? Is the fword vnfwaid? 

Is the King dead? the Empire vn polled? 

What heire of Torke is there aliue but we? 

-<4nd who is England; King, but great Torkes heire? 

K ^ Then 



Then 




-JieTragedie, 

Then tell me what doth he vpon thefea? 

Dar. Vnleire for that my Liege, I cannotguelfe; 

Ktng, Vnleffe for that, he comes to be your Liege, 

You cannot guefle wherefore the Welchman comfs. 
Thou wilt reuoJt, and flie to him I fcare. * 

Bar. No nughtie liege, therefore miftruft me not, 
Kmg. Where is thy power then to beat him backed 
Where arc thy tenants and thy followers - 
A re they not now vpon the Wefterne Ihore, 

Sare conducting the rebels from their (hips. 

Bar. No my good Lord, my friends arc in the North. 
tx -p^Coldfriends toKlcbard,v/b&t do they in the North? 
U heni they iliould feme their foucraigne in the Weft 
B«r. They haue not been commanded mightic foueraign, 
Pleafe it your Maieftie to giue me leaue, S 

lie mufter vp my friends and meet your Grace, 

Where and what timeyour Maieftie fliall pleafe> 

Km. 1,1, thou wouldft begone to ioyne wkh Richmond, 

I will not truft you fir, , 

^ Bar « Aloft mightiefoueraigne, 

It ou haue no caufe to hold my friendihip doubtfull, 

I neuer was nor neuer will be falfe. 

K m l' Well, go mufter men; but heareyou,leaue behind 
Your Ton George Stanley ,looke your faith be firme.* 

Or elfe, his heads aifurance is butfraile* 

Bar. Sodealewith him,asl prouetrueto you. Exit. 
Enter a (Jfyfejfcnger. 

My GratioLisfoiiera/gne 3 now iwDeuonJhirc, 

As I by friends am well aduertilird. 

Sir William Courtnej> and the haughtiePrelatc, 

Bifhop of Exeter y his brother there. 

With manymoeconfederates, are in armes. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

Mef* My liege, in Kent the Guilfords are in armes. 

And euery houremore competitors. 

Flocke to their aide, and ftill their power encreafeth. 

Enter another Me ffenger* 

Mef< My Lord, the armie of the Duke of TSuchingham. 

Heftrikethhim. 

King, 
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'*** " of Richard theThird. 

vw Out on ye Owles, nothing but fongs of death. 

King, out . y better ncwes . 

T t £ fCtoiltto*' «Jf « Wne“ 8° od > 

M*s * our ,. fnaden flood and fall of water, 

^heDukeof , ^^ i ^^ w atm ‘ c 18 «idfc»ttcred, 

r , r : na oicryyoumerucjIdidmiLtaKe, 

L3r?ward fom fortheblowl gauetumt 
Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out* 

Rewards for him that bringsni^«^«i^- 
Met Such proclamation hath been mad y g 

The Brittain* N^.uie is aifperQ, Richmond mDorfe fb ? 

Sent out a boat to aske them on the Ihore, 

Ifthev were his afliftants yea, or no.* 

Whtfanfwered him they came from Buckingham 
Vpon hispartie: hemiftruftingthem. 

Hoi ft fade, and madeaway for Brittaine. 

King. March on, march on,fmce we are vp in armes. 

If not to fight with forraigne enemies. 

Yet to beat downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter (fatesbie. 

Cat. My Liege, the Duke oi' Buckingham is taken, 

Thats the beft newes ; that the Earle of Richmond. 

Is with a mightie power landed at Milford, 

Is colder newes, yet they muft be told. 

King. Away towards Salisbury , while we rcafon here, 

A royallbattell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury , the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darby, SirChrijlophcr. 

Bar. Sir Cnfiopher, tell Richmond this from me. 

That in the ftie of this moft bloudic Bore, 

My fon George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 

If I reuoult,off goes yong Georges head. 

The feare ofthat,with-holdsmyprefentaide> 

But 




But tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 

Cbrift toPembrooks^t at Hertford weft in Wales 
Dar. What men of name refort to him? 

Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned'fouldier. 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, hr WilUam Stanley , * 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, hr lames Blunt 
Rice ap Thomas, with a valiantaew. 

VVith many moeof noble fame and worth* 

And towards London they doe bend their courfe 
If by the way they be not fought withall. 

T ,?l? R £ tu ™ e vnto , m y Lord, commend me to him. 
Tell him, th e Queene hath hartily confented 

•tl ri c P ou ^ e Elucabeth her daughter* 1 

1 hefe Letters will refolue him of my mind, 

FareweI1 ‘ Exeunt. 

£rttcr Buckingham to Execution # 

^.WillnotKingLiwietmcfpeakewithbi m j 

/wtf# No my Lordjthercfore be patient# 

XJ S , uc , * Hafimgs, and Edwards children, Riuers, Gray, 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire fonne Edward, J 

Vaughan, and all that haue mifearried. 

By vnderhand corrupted, fowle iniuftice, 
ifthatyourmoodiedifcontcntedfoules, 

Do through the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 

Jbuen for reuenge, mocke my deflation: 
l his is All-foules day,fellowcs,isit not? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Why then All-foulesday,is my bodiesDoomcfday: 
Ihis is the day, that in KingEdwards time 
1 wiftit might fall on me, when i was found 
Falfe to his children, or his wiues allies: 

This is the day wherein I wiihtto.fall. 

By the falfe faith of him I trufted mod: 

This, this All-foules day, to my fcarefull foule. 

Is the determined re/pitofrny wronges: 

That high all-feer that I dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained praicr on my head* 

And giuen in earneft what I begd in ieaft. 

Thus doth he force the fword ofwicked men 

' " - ' Tn 






To turne their points on their maifters bofomc: 

Now c Margarets curfe is fallen vpon my head. 

When he quoth Ae. (hallfpjie thy heart with furrow* 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetelie. 
rnme firsjconuey me to the blocke ot fhame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of olame. 

Enter Richmond with dm ms and trumpets. 

Rich. Fellowes in armes, andmy moftlouing friends, 
Bruifdvnderneath the yoake of tyrannic, * • . 

T hus faire into the bowels ofthe land, * 

Haue we marcht on without impediment; 

And hecrc receiue we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 

The wretchedjbloodie, and v fnrping Boare, 

That Ipoil’d your fommer-field, and fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like walk, and makes his trou g , 

In your imboweld bofomes,this foulefwine 
Lies noweuen in the center of this Iflc, 

NeeretothetowneofX«Veffet , as welearne: v 

From Tamworth thither, is but one daies march. 

In Gods namecheareon,couragious friends. 

To reape the haruell of perpetuall peace, 

By this one bloudie triall of fliarpe warre. 

i Lor. Euery mans confcicnce is athoufandfwords 
To fight againft that bloudie homicide. 

2 ior.Idbubtnotbuthisfriendswillflietovs. 

3 Lor, He hath no friends, but who are friends for feare. 

Which inhisgreateftneed will ftirinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 
True hopeas fwifc,and flies with fwallowes wings. 

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creaturesKings. 

Enter IC. 'Richard. Nor. Ratcliff's, Catesbyywith others. 

King . Heere pitch our tents, euen here in Bofworth field. 
Why how now Catesbyytihy lookefl thoufo fad? 

Cat , My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

King. Norfolke, come hither; 

Norfolke, wemuft haue knock es,ha> muft we not? 

Nor. Wemuft both giue and take.my gracious Lord. 
King. Vp with my tent there, hecrc will I lye to night> 

L But 
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The Tragedie 

Eut where to morrow? well all is one for that.* 

Who hath defcried the number of the foe? 

Nor. Six or feuen thoufand is their greateft number, 
King. Why, our battalion trebles that account, 
Belidesjthe Kings name is atoweroffircngth, 

Which they ypon theaducrle partie want: 

V p with my tent there, valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vs iurtiey the vantage of the fields 
Gall for fome pen of found diredion. 

Lets want n'o difcipline, maite.no delay, 
for Lords, to morrow is a buiie day. 

Enter Richmond with the Lords . 

Rich . T he weary Sunne hath made a golden feat,. 
And by the bright tracke ofhis fierie Carre, 

Giucs fignall of a goodly day to morrow: 

Where is fir William Brandon, he fliali beare my flanderd, 
The Earle of Tembrooke keepe his regiment, 

Good captaine Blunt, beare my good night to him, 
And by thcfeeond hourein the morning, 

Dcfirethe Earle to fee me in my tent, 7 

• Yet one thingmore,good Blunt before thou goeft, 
Where is Lord Stanly ^uArterd^dotd thou know? 

Blunt . VnlesI hauemiftane his colours much, 
Which well I am allur'd I haue not done. 

His regiment lieth halfe a mile at leaft. 

South fromthe mightie power of theKing. 

Rich. Ifwithoutperillitbepollible, 

Good captain zBlmt beare my good night to hi 
And giue him from me, this mod needfull ferow 
Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, Ilevndertakeit. 
Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fome Inke and paper in my tent. 

He draw the forme and modle of our battell, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, 

And partin iuft proportion our fmall (Length: 
Come, let vs confult vpon to morrows bufineire, 

Into our tent, the aire is raw and cold. 

Enter K. Richard, Nor. Ratchffe, Catesbte. 

King, What isaclocke? 






At. It is fix of the cjocke, full fupper time. , 
ft,, I will not fup to night, giue me fome Inke Sc paper. 

What, is my Beauef eafier then it was? 

And all my armor laid into my tent. 

' Cat. It is my Liege,and ail things are m rcadineffe. 

Km. Good Norfolk* hie theeto thy charge, 

Vfecarefull watch, chufetrufty Centinell. 

Nor. lgoemyLord. , 

Kin'g.Stut with the Lar ke to mprr.ow gentle Norfolk. e. 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. , - 

King. Catesbie. 

Rat . My Lord. 

King, Send out a Purfeuant atarmes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Jun-rilingjleaft his foil ne George fall 
Into the blind caue ofeternall night, 

Fill me a bowleof wme, guie me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ftaues be found and not too heauy Ratchffe, 
Rat, My Lord. : 

King, Sawejft thou the mdmcholy 'L.Northumberlmdi 
Rat, Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe. 

Much like Cocklhut time, from troupe to troupe 

Went through the armie chearingvp thefouldicrs. 

King So I am fatisfi ed, giue me a bowle of wine, 

I haue not that alacritie of fpirit. 

Nor cheare of mind that I was wont to haue; 

<fet itdowne, is Inke and paper readie? 

Rat, It is my Lord. 

King. Bid my Guard watch, leaue mee, 

Ratchffe about the midft ofnight come to my tent 
And helpe to arme me : leaue me 1 fay. Exit Ratchffe. 
Enter Darby to Richmond in is tent. 

Dor. Fortune and vidor ie fit on thy helme. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can afford. 

Be to thy perfon , noble father in lawe, 

T ell me how fares our noble mother? 

Dar. Ibyatturney blelfe thee from thy mother, 

Who praies continually f or Richmonds good, 



So 



So much for that : the filent houres fleale on. 

And flakie darknelfe breakes within the Eaft; 
inbriefe, forfothefeafon bidsvsbe.- 
Prepare thy battellcarely in the morning, 

And put thy fortune to the arbiterment 3 1 

Of bloudie ftrokes and mortall flaring warre, 

J as 1 may .that which I would I cannot, 

With beft aduantage will decciue the time, 

And aide thee in this doubtful! iliocke of armes.- 
But on thy fide 1 may not be too forward, 

Eeaft being feene thy tender brother Qeorge, 

Be executed in his Fathers light. 

Farewelfthcleifure and the karefull time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious v owes ofloue, 

And ample enterchangeof fweet difeourfe. 

Which lo long fundered friends fliould dwell vpon, 

God giue vs leifure for thefe rights ofloue. 

Once more adiew, be valiant and fpeed well. 

Rich* Good Lords condud him to his regiment: 

He ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Leaft leaden fiumber peife me downe to morrow, . 

When I fliould mount with wings of vidlory; 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen. Exeunt, 
O thou whole captaine 1 account my felfe, 

Lookeon my forces with a gracious eye: 

Putin their hands thy brufing Irons of wrath,. 

That they may crufh downe with a heauie fall. 

The vfurping helmet of our aduerfaries. 

Make vs thy Minifters of chaftifement, 

That we may praifetheein thevidorie, 

To thee I do commend my watchfull foule, . 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me fiilh 

Ent er the Ghofi of prince Ed. Son to Henry the (ixt. 

Qhoft to K.Rtc, Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 
Thinke how thou ftabft me in my prime ofyouth, 
AtTeivkfshftry : difpairetherforeanddie. 

To Rich. Be cheerefull Richmond, tot the wronged foule* ^ 






nf butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, 
varies itfue Richmond comforts thee. 
EntertheGhoji of Henry the fixt. 
eH4mK.fi. When! L aanomeed body, 

n t u ec w as punched full of holes, 

Thinke on .he Tower, andme , dHyure and d.e, 

w^metbefixtbidsthee dilpaireand die. 

To Kiel -Wt rtuous and holy be thou conqueror, 
Hame that prophefied thou fliouldeft be King, _ 

Doth comfort thee in thy fleepediue and flourifh* 

£nter the Ghofi of Clarence* 

Ghofi. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrowj 
I that was waflit to death with fulfome wine. 



Poor c Clarence by thy guilebetrayd to death: 

Tomorrow inthebattell thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgeletfe fword , difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou off-fpring of the houfe of Lancaster, 

The wronged heircs of Yorke do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell,liue and nounlh. 

Enter the ghofs of Sifters, Gray iVanghatt. 

Ritt. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 

Riners that died at pomfret , difpaire and die. 

Gray . Thinke vpon gray, and let thy fouledifpaire. 
Vaugh, Thinke vpon Vaughan, and with guiltie reare 

Let fall thy launce, difpaire and die. 

All to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in ft'c.bofome, 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 

Enter the Ghoft of L. Hafiings . 

Ghofi. Bloody and guiltie, guiltily awake. 

And in a bloody battell end thy daies. 

Thinke on Lord Hafiings, difpaire and die; 

T o Rich. Quiet vntroubled foule, awake, awake, 

Arme, fight and conquer forfaire Englandsl ake. 

Enter the ghofisof twoyong Princes. 

Ghefi to K.R. Dreame on thy coufitis fmoothered inthe • 
Letvs belaid within thy bofome Richer d ; Tower 

And weigh the downe to ruine,(hame and death. 

Thy Nephewes foules bid thee difpaire anti die. 

To ^.^leepc Richmond fleepe in peace, and wake in ioy, 

L | Good 



;■ -p — . 

1 fic X ragedic 

Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 
Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edrvardf vnhappy fonnes do bid thee fiourifh. 

Enter the Cjhosl of £hteene Anne hts wife, 
Richard , wrecebed Anne thy wjtc. 

That neuer llept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy lieepc with perturbations, 

Tomorrow in rhebattaile thinkeonme, 

And fall tiiy^geleireiword^ddpaire and die. 

To?fof> : Tnou quictfoule,flcepe thou a quiet llecpe, 
Dreame of fuccedc and happy vidtorie. 

Thy aduerfarics wife doth prayfgrthee. 

Enter the Ghost of Buckingham. 

The fir ft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, I'Zm 
Thelaft was 1 that felt thy tyrrannic, 

O, in the battell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinelie .• . 

Dreame on, 4reame;on,of bloody deeds and death. 
Fainting d^fpaire, dcfpatring yeeld thy breath. 

T o Rich. I died for hope erel could lend thee aid. 
But cheare thy heart,and be thou not difmaid, 

•God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Rithard fals in height of all his pride. 

K. Richard ftarteth out of a dreame. 

K.Ric. Giue meanother horfe,bind vp my wounds. 
Haue mcrcie Iefu : foft 1 did But dreame. 

O coward confidence, how doeft thou afflidtme? 

The lights burneblew,itisnot dead midnight: 

Cold fiearefiulldrops (land on my trembling flefh, • 
What doe I f care my felfe? theres noneelfie by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is, I am 1; 

Is therc amurthcrer heere? No. Yes.I am, 

Then flie,what from my fielfe? great reafion why. 

Left 1 reuenge.What?my fielfe vpon my fielfe? 

Alacke I loue my fielfe,whcrfore. f for any good 
That my fielfe haue done vnto my fielfe: 








morne. 



armor. 



ot Kictiardttie 

0 no: alaslrather hacc my felfc> 

fo?h.trfuUdeed.»o®mKMbyn»,fdfe. 

My confcienfce hath a thoufiand feuerall tongues, . 
And euery tongue brings m a feuerall tale. 

And euery tale condemnes me for a villame . 

Periurie,in the higheft degree, 

Murder,fterne murder, in the dyreft degree, 

All feuerall finnes, all vfde in each degree. 

Throng all to the barrre,crymg all, guiltie,guiltie. 

1 fihall defpaire, there is no creature loses me, 

And if 1 die, no foule fhall pittie me : 

And wherfoie fhould they? fince that 1 my lclre, 

Find in my fielfe, no pitty to my fclfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that I murthered 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard , 

Enter Rate life. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who is there? 

Rat. Ratc/ife, myZord,tiV • «rill 90 /.mrlr- 

Hath twife done falutation to 
Your friends are vp, and buckle on their 
King. O Ratcliff*. , I haue dream’d a fearefull dreame, 
What thinkft thou, will our friends proue all true? 

No doubt my Lord. ' 

King. O Ratchff e I feare, I feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lordjbe not afraid of fhadowes. 
King. By the Apoftle Raul, fhadowes to night 
Haue itrooke more terror to the foue of Richard , 

Then can the fubftance often thoufiand fouldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by fhallow Richmond. 

Tis notyetneareday,come goewith me, 

V ndcr our Te nts lie play the ewefe -dropper 
To hcare if any meaaetofhrinkefromme. 



Enter the Lords to Richmond. 
L rds . Good morrow Richmond. 



Rich* 



,1622 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k-5l) OCtaVO 




I 

i K ; ' 



1 ill 






in 



. ragedie, 

‘Rich. Cry mercy Lords, an dwatchfull Gentlemen, 
That you haue tane a tardie Iluggard heerc. 

Lor. How haue you fleptmy Lord/ 

Rub. The fwcetefl ileepe,and faireft boding dreatnes, 

Thaceuerentred in adrowliehead, 

Haue llince your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought their foulcs, whole bodies Richard murthered, 
Came to my tent, and cried on viftone.- 
I promiieyou my foule is very locund. 

In the remembrance of fo fairc a dreame. 

How farre into the morning is it Lords? 

Lcr. Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme, and giuediredlion. 
More then 1 haue faid, louing country-men, {His Oration to 
T lie leifure and inforcement of the time, ( his/otsJurs . 

Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God,and our good caufe, fight vpon our fide, 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like high reard bulwarkes, (land before our faces, 

Richard, except, thofe whom we fight again ft. 

Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follow: 

For, what is he they follow/ truely gentlemen, 

A bloudie tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifde in bloud,and one in bloud eftablifhed: 

One that mademeanes to come by what he hath. 

And flaughtered thofe that were themeanes to helpe him : 
A bafe foule ftone,made precious by the foyle 
Of £»j/W.fchairc, where he isfalflyfet. 

One that hath euer becne Gods enemie: 

Then if youfight againft Gods enemie, 

God will in iuftice ward you as his fouldiers: 

Ifyoufweare to puta Tyrant downe. 

You fieepe in peace, theTyrant being fiaine, 

If you doefight againft your countries foes, 

Your countries fat, (hall pay your paines the hire, 
lfyou doe fight in (afegard ofyour wiHes, 

Y our wiues fiiall welcome home the conquerors : 

If you doe free your children frqm the fword 
Your childtenschildrcn quitsit ifryourage; 
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Then in the name of God and all thefe rights, 

Aduance your ftandards draw your willmgfwords 
For me, the ranfomeofmy boldattempt, 

Shall be this cold corps on the earths cold face; 

But if Ithriue,the gaine of my attempt. 

The leaft of you (ball iliare his part thereof, 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly, andchcerefu y, 

God, and Saint george, Richmond, and vittoric. 

Enter Km Richard) Rat* &c. 

King. Whatfaid Northumberland^ to\XQ.hvs^RKhm<mdi 
Rat.' Thathe was neucr train’d vp in armes. 

King. He faid the truth, and whatfaid Surrey then. 

Ratf He fmiled and faid, the better for our purpofc. 

King. He was in the right, and fo indeecd it is ; 

Tell the docke there The clocks ftrtfyth. 

Giue me a Kalcnder, who faw the Sunne to day l 
Rat. Not I my Lord. 

King. Then he difdaines to (hine,for by the booke. 

He fliould haue brau’d the Eaft an houre agoe, 

A blackc day will it be to fome bodie Rat ♦ 

Rat. My Lord. , . , 

King. The Sunne will not be feenc to day. 

The skie doth frowne and lowre vpon our armie, 

I would thefe dsawie teares were from the ground. 

Not fiiine to day : why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond ; for the fclfe-fameheauen 
That frownes on me looke fadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfolke. 

Nor. Arme, arme, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field. 
King. Come,buftle,buftle,caparifon my horle. 

Call v p Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power, 

I will lead forth my fouldiers to the plaine. 

And thus my battell (hall be ordered. 

My fore-ward fhall be drawne in length, 

Confifting equally of horfeand foot, 

Our Archers fhall be placed inthe midft, 

Iohn Duke ofNorfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey 
Shall haue the leading of the footc and horfe, 

They thys directed, vv e will follow 
M 
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The Tragedie 

In the maine battell,whofe puilfance on cither fide 
Shall be well winged mith our chiefeft horfe? 

This,and Saint George to boote,what thinkcll thou not. 
Nor. A good direction warlikefoueraignc, Hcfheweth 
This found I on my tent this morning. hima paper. 

Jockey of. N orfolke, be not to bold , 

F or Dickon thy mafler u bought and (old. 

King. A thing dcuifed by the cncmie, 

Goc Gentlemen cuery man vnto his charge, 

Let not our babling dfeames affright our foules, 
Conference is a word that cow ards vfe, 

Deuifde as firft to kcepc the ftrong in awe, 

Our ftrong armes beourconfcience,fwordsourlawe. 
March on,foync brauely,lct vs too it pell mcll, 

If not to hfeauen,then hand in hand to hell* His Oration 

What (ball I fay more then I haue inferd, to his amie , 

Remember whom you are to cope withall, 

A fort of v agabonds, Rafcols and runawaies, 

A feum of Btittaines, and bafe lackey pefants. 

Whom their orecloycd'countrey Vomits Forth 
To defperateaduentures and affur d deftruftion, 

You fleeping fafe,they bring you to vnreft: 

You hauing lands, and bleft with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftraine the one,diftaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow? 

Long kept in Brittainc at our mothers coft, 

A milkefope, onethat neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer (hooes in fnowr 
Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the feas againc, 
lalh hence thefe ouerweening rags of France , 

Thefe famiflit beggers weary of theirliues,. 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit. 

For wantof meanes poore rats had hang’d thcmfelues.. 
Ifwc be conquered, let men conquer vs, 

-^nd notthefe baftard Brittaincs whom our fathers 
Haue in their owneland beaten, bob’d and thumpt, 

^nd on record left them the heirs of fhame. 

Shall thefe enfoy our lands, lie with our wines? 

Rauilh our daughters; harkel heare their drum. 

Right: 




of Richard the Third. 

Rioht Gentlemen ok Englandhghi boldly yeomen, 

Draw Archers draw, your arrowes ro the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood, 

Jtfhiaze the welkin with your broken rtaues, . 

. What faies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power? 

Mef My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord,the enemie is part the marlh, 
^fterthebattailc,let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand hearts are great within my bolome,- 
^duance our ftandards, fet vpon.our foes, 

Our ancient word of couragefaire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them, viftorie fits on our helpes. 

alarum, excurpans, Filter Catesbic, 

Cat. Refcew my Lord ok N orfolke, refcew,refce\v, 
TbeKing enafts more wonders then aman, 

Daring an oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is tlaine,andallon foot he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, . 

Refcew faire Lord.or elfe the day is loft. Enter Richard, 
King. tA horfe, a horfe,my Kingdome for a horfe. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord, jlehelpe you to a horfe. 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And l will ftand the hazard of the dye, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue I flaine to day in ftead of him. 

A horfe, a horfe,my kingdome for a horfe. 

Alarum, Enter Richard & Richmond, they fight, Richard ts flam, 
thenretrait being founded, Enter Rtchmer>d,Darby bearing the 
(frovene, with other Lords. 

Rich. God and your armes be praifed victorious friends? 
The day is ours thehloudiedog is dead. 

Dar, Qom&gtous Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe heere this long vfurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bloodic wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 

Weare it, and make much of it. 

Rich, Great God of heauen fay ^men to all. 



M 2. 



But 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22319) LONDON, 1622 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34-k.5l) OctaVO 



The Tragedie cf Richard the 1 hird» 

But tell me, is yong George Stanley liuing? 

T>ar. He is my Lord, and fafe in £<?/«• Towne, 
Whitherifit pleafe you, we may now withdraw vs. 

Rtch, What men of name are flaineon either fide? • 
Tohn Duke ofNorfolke, Waller Lord Ferris, fir Robert 
Brokenbury, and fir Wititam Brandon, 

Rich, Enter their bodies,as become their births, 
Proclaime a pardon to thefouldiers fled, 

That inlubmiflion will returne vs. 

And then as we haue tane the Sacrament, 

We will vnite thewhite rofe and the red. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniunftion. 

That long hath frown’d v pon their enmitie. 

What Traitor hcares me, and fay es not ^men. 
WWhathlongbeene mad, and fcard her ielfe, 

The brother blindly flied the brothers blood. 

The father rafhly flaughtered his owne ton. 

The fonne compeld,beene butcher to the fire, 

A\i this diuided Yorke and LsweSler, 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now let Richmondand Elizabeth, 

The true fucceeders of each royall home. 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together, 
ind let thy heitesCGod if they wtU be fo) 

Enrich the time tocomew'th toooth-fac t peace, 
With toiling plentie,andfaire profperous dates. 
Lfbate the edge of Traitors gracious Lord, 

That w ould reduce thefe bloudie daies agatne, 
21 poore Er gland weepe in ftreames of M 
Let them net liue to taft this lands encreafe. 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands p 
Now ciuillwounds are ftopt, peace hues agame. 

That fliemay longliue hcare, God fay e^men. 

FINIS. 

■■ t •• 
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